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W narever be the character of the fol- 
lowing Eſſay itſelf, its ſubje& will, at leaſt, 
be allowed to be intereſting, The queſtion it 
undertakes to diſcuſs, namely, Whether ſenſi. 
bility, or the want of it, 1s, upon the Whale 
moſt productive of comfort and happineſs in the 
courſe of life, comes home to every feeling 
mind. It ſuggeſts a variety of conſiderations; 
which, while they ſtrongly affect the heart, 
render it difficult for the judgement to decide to 
which of theſe tempers the preponderance of 
Aug 4 happineſs 
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[8-3 
happineſs is to be allotted. Whoever is en- 
dowed with any degree of tender, delicate, and 
elevated ſentiment, will perceive, when he re- 
collects the train of his experience, that it con- 
tains almoſt as much pain as pleaſure. The diſ- 
treſſes and calamities to which human life is un- 
avoidably expoſed, the various pictures of woe 
and miſery which are preſented on every ſide, 
afford continual exerciſe to the ſympathetic and 
tender feelings, and demand the ſigh and the 
tear, with unremitting importunity. The folly, 
the meanneſs, and the enormity, which ſtain 
ſo frequently the human character, and com- 
mit ſuch ge on human happineſs, ſupply 
daily matter of indignation or contempt, and | 
contribute to eſtabliſh an averſion to that nature, 
the. "Far of which conſtitutes the predominant 


feature of a noble and generous mind. 


Thoſe 


1 ] 

| Thoſe inſtances; of virtue and. diſtinguiſhed 
merit which might ſoften theſe unſocial and 
uneaſy emotions, and -make them give place to 
admiration and complacency, tend often to ag- 
gravate them, by proving that the nobleſt quali- 
ties cannot ſcreen their poſſeſſors from cruelty or 
neglect. Calumny can eafily blacken the faireſt, 
and partiality cover the moſt odious, characters; 
while ignorance and folly are ever ready to adopt 
what injuſtice and fraud are ever Wie and ſkil · 


ful in inventing. 


Although theſe views muſt neceſſarily occa- 
ſion to the feeling mind much anguiſh and diſ- 
guſt, it finds it, nevertheleſs, difficult, when 
required to determine, to aſſign the preponde- 
rance of happineſs to inſenſibility. The kind 
and generous affections are the natural ſources of 
the higheſt enjoyment, It is only by the groſ- 

| A4 ſeſt 


EE eee 


cm) 
Tet perverſior: of human nature that they be- 
come the contrary. The mind, therefore, 
yields at firſt to this natural impulſe, and caſts 
happineſs into che ſcale of ſenſibility. It lays 
hold of every eonſideration that tefids to eſtab- 
liſh this opinion, and indulges the contempla- 
tion of the fair and ſmiling ſide“ When this 
impulſe,” however, has, in ſome degree, ex- 
hauſted irs force, | reflection turns to the more 
gloomy and diſimal part of the proſpect, and dif- 
ſipates that delight which is produced by the 
glowing pictures of imagination, This view of 
the ſubject ſeenis to turn the ſcale in favour of 
indifference; but, upon examining the nature 
of this temper, it is evident, that, if it endures 
little pain, it enjoys as little pleaſure. Such a 
diſpoſition can, therefore, never afford a refuge 
to the mind which is employed in the diſcovery 
of happineſs.” The balance is thus, in ſome 
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meaſure, reftored between the two conſtitutions 
now under conſideration ; and the mind, un- 
able to remain in a perfect ate of ſuſpenſe, is 
led to enquire whether the pains of ſenſibility 
may not be exaggerated, or, at leaſt, derive 
great part of their force from exceſs and extra- 

vagance in our feelings, as well as from impro- 
per views of our ſituation and circumſtances, 
On mature examination, this will be found to 
be the caſe ; and it will appear that ſenſibility, 
like every other good quality, mult be reſtrained 
within proper bounds, that great part of its pains 
reſult from the want of this moderation, and, 
that even thoſe, with which it is unavoidably 
accompanied, are ſuſceptible of *alleviation, ' of 


conſolation, and of cure, 


This train of thought, ſuggeſted by thoſe 
different views of the ſubject, conſtitutes the 


ee plan 


143 *J 
plan of this Eſſay. In writing upon ſenſibility, 
the author has thus followed rather the impulſe 
of feeling, than the regularity. of ſcientific ſpecu- 
lation. Into this method he has, | moreover; 


been led by the circumſtance of his performance 


having derived its origin from a few verſes writ- 
ten upon the ſubject, which. gradually multi- 
plied, in proportion as new proſpects opened be- 


fore him. 


A firſt part is, therefore, employed in conſi- 
dering the different pleaſures of ſenſibility; a 


ſecond, in contemplating its pains reſulting 


from thoſe general evils, whether natural, or 


moral, to which mankind are expoſed ; a third, 
in ſurveying the different ſpecies of diſguſt pro- 
duced by the view of private characters; and a 


fourth, in enumerating the pangs which accom- 


pany the dearer and domeſtic relations; a fifth. 


conſiders 


— 8 e q 
> PART 4 - 
33 N . ” -_ ; i 2 bg r 


2 * L 
2 
— 3 na 
A 2 


r 


e 


_ 5 
. of 3 
* : 
' 4 a +a, 2 0 1 

” . . 2 — 1 2 of — 1 * — = ks ” — 

N 2 = 3 7 CF * 3 N 2 «wt ns © WT — - . . % 4 2 A 
5 — an = "Ip; . 4 "+ * 2 : £ % * , JO FS. WN * 22 e oy © : A 

2 A n . ˙ð 1 ⅛˙U—ꝛT— Piet gt 4 ET e 22 — Y RAI © 1 a 
e D „ A ACT oor. Fa . —— * WC. r P 


RED 


7 


8 
Da 3 


* 93 
N Ct BN Re . a” 
Oh af 
9 RSS. 


2 TN 

e . 
1 24 R 
r 


Ms, 


CO anSSCe*. 


— 


— — 


4. 
conſiders the nature and effte&s of apathy ; a 
ſixth examines into the cauſes, and points out 
the remedies, of the pains of ſenſibility, and 
concludes with eſtabliſhing, in its favour, the 
balance of happineſs i Thc 


Hence, it is evident that the firſt four parts 
are to be conſidered principally with relation to 
the affections by which the mind is, at the 
time, ſuppoſed to be influenced, thoſe, namely, 
of admiration and complacency, or of indigna- | 
tion and diſguſt. Theſe parts are like pleadings | 
on. different ſides of a cauſe, in which the 
ſpeakers cs whatever has a tendency to- 
eſtabliſh their points. The firſt part is to be 
conſidered as the Allegra; the three ſucceeding 
ones, as the Pen/eroſo of the queſtion. © To this 


it is neceflary to attend, in order to form an 


equitable judgement with regard to thoſe parts 
; of 
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of the poem which prepare the way for that juſt | 
medium eſtabliſhed in the laſt, which is proper- 
ly didaQtic, and ſhews how to avoid thoſe falſe 


refinements of ſentiment which ſo ſeldom ac- 


of feeling which unnerves and deſtroys the vi- 


gour of the ſoul, at the ſame time that it flatters 


it with high ideas of its own excellence and 


dignity, 


The poetical nature of his ſubje& induced the 


author to enter the regions of the muſes. He 


has, perhaps, been too preſumptuous, and trod 


this ſacred ground without conſidering 


Quid valeant humeri, quid ferre recuſent. 


If he has taken up a burden he is unable to 


carry, he will not transfer to the ſhoulders of 


his friends the blame of expoſing his attempt to 


the 
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the public eye, and charge their importunity 


with what they would, perhaps, have prevented. 


The truth is, his peculiar ſituation deprived him 
of the opportunity of conſulting thoſe whoſe 
judgement might either have ſuppreſſed his per- 
formance altogether, or, at leaſt, have rendered 
it more worthy of the public attention. He, 
therefore, exhibits it, as painters often do their 
pictures, in order to diſcover if it poſſeſſes any 
merit, If he is anſwered in the negative, he 
will ſubmit with reſignation and acquieſcence : 
If any degree of approbation falls to his ſhare, 
he will receive it with a ſatisfaction, which will 
make him liſten more attentively to the cenſures 
with which he knows that approbation muſt ne- 


ceſſarily be accompanied. 
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The poem addrefled , and the ſubje& propoſed —Gene- 
ral definition of happineſs —This incompatible with a 
þ fierce, ſelfiſh, and callous mind The man of deli- 
cate feelings alone epd of the higheſt happineſs 
of human nature — On him every object makes the 
im preſſions our Creator intended 1 it to produce This 
ſpecified in poetry in 2 — all the fine arts 
Pleaſure derived from the philoſophical contempla- 
tion of nature — but eſpecially from the ſtudy of man- 
kind — Both theſe lead to the contemplation and love 
of God — and to the joys reſulting from revelation — 
A feeling heart a ſource of pleaſure, not only in the 
walks of ſtudy, but in the daily intercourſe of life— 


It gives true reliſh to proſperity, and comfort to 


adverſity—lt renders a public character truly great, 
and affords to a private one delight and dignity—The 


{ og ua 44-010 


happy effects of ſenſibility are particularly auſpicious | 
46 the ſatisfactions of friendſhip — and in thoſe ſpring- 


ll ing from domeſtic relations. 
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Y 0U, whoſe kind heart each ſympathetic ſpring 
Can fink in erief, or raiſe on rapture's wing, _ 
But, who, inur'd to reaſon's guiding hand, 
. learnꝰd t indulge, or check „ at her command HS. 
Who copied, from veer own parental breaſt, 35 
Each fairer character on mine impreſt, 
To whom I, therefore, yield the meed of praiſe, | 
Tf uſe or pleaſure ſhall attend my lays ! 
Say, who enjoys the happieſt frame of ſoul; 
Or he who owns ſoft ſympathy's controul, 
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Or he whoſe boſom never learnt to glow 
With generous joy, or melt with tender woe? 

Ah! can the heart, where human kindneſs lives, 
Aſk the mien which its feeling gives? 
Say what is bliſs? The mind's unclouded. day, 


When the-calm's ſettled, and the proſpect gay ; 


A briſk, though ſteady, keen, though laſting fire, 
Which burſts from granted, yet uncloy'd deſire, 
Illumes and animates, with chearful rays, 


The ſocial ſources which maintain its blaze, 


And gives the blood in quicker ſtreams to roll 
Health to the frame, and rapture to the foul ! 


Can, in the heart, then, cold as Greenland ſnow, 
Or that where guſts of boiſterous paſſion blow, 
Or that, which lock'd with iron bolts, defies. 
Each feeling but what ſelkſhneſs ſupplies; 
In ſuch can happineſs a moment dwell? 
No; ſhe muſt hate them as a ſaint loathes hell. 
The ſoft, the . mind, 
Enlarg d to love, to elegance refin d. : if od 
| Which, 


(TS 
Which, unreſtrain'd by chains of fordid care, 


Springs from the clay to breathe a purer air, 
| Beholds with vn comprehenſive bound 
Trac'd by benevolence” free hand around; 
(To envious ſpite or peeviſh pride unknown,) 
Partakes of other's bliſs, imparts its own, 
Feels the diſtreſs another's breaſt endures, 
Ceaſes to feel it only when it eures, 
And what it takes from human ries employs _ 
As the beſt ſubject of its future joy. | 22 263 0 
| Such 15 the heart, which , temper'd to the tone 
Of harps ſeraphic, rod th? eternal throne, 
Heav'n has attun'd with all its ſweeteſt 7 7 
And keen delight on every fibre rings. 
By Him, thus fram'd, reſponſive nature's ſeen 
In her juſt colours, and her lovelieſt mien ; 
While all her features ini upon his mind 
Th' impreſſion the Creator's plan deſign' d. 
For him philoſophy her truths explores, 
For him wiſe erudition opes a ſtores, . 
B 4 | For 


1 
For him bright fancy ſpreads her purple wings, 
For him the muſe unlocks her ſacred ſprings, 
The graces in each chaſter beauty ſhine, 
And virtue moves in majeſty . 
What pure delights poſſeſs his captive ſoul 


To hear the * Mantuan, or » Mzonian roll, 

The ſtream of ſong {till ſwelling on its way, 

That calls by turns each human ſpring in play 
What pure delight! when Pindar ſweeps the lyre, 
Or the gay 3 Teian poet breathes his fire ; 

When eaſy Ovid ſports his playful ſtrain, 

Or ſoft Tibullus warbles tender pain ; 

Or courtly 4 F laccus wakes Alcæus' lay, 

Who flily laſhes while he ſeems to play. 

When, with high Milton's ſoul, he takes his flight 
To Stygian horrors, or the realms of light, 
Riding on fancy's boldeſt wing t explore 

Regions which mortal _ ne'er — before. 


x Virgil, Homer. Anacreon, 4 Horace. 
. When 


LJ 


When nature's ſon 5 aſcends the ftage, and binds 
In ſympathetic chains a thouſand minds, 

With terror ſhakes, with indignation fires, 

Or with ſoft pity's melting pow'r inſpires, 

Stronger and ſtronger the etictinne riſe, 

And burſt, at laſt, 'in torrents from the eyes. 
When moral pope che lovely forms diſplays 

Of truth or beauty in his poliſh'd lays; 

Or Young, envelop'd with funereal gloom, 

Riſes to radiant glories from the tomb; 

IC Thomſon traverſes the changing fields, 

To cull each hidden flow'r which nature yields 3 > 
Or while th' e line his thoughts engage, 
Deduc'd from hiſtory's religious page, 

What pleaſing wonder holds him, while the ſcene 
Aſſumes, ſucceflive, each contraſting mien 

Like the proud veſſel * the tempeſt plies, 
Now human glory * to reach the ſkies, 


7 Shakeſpeare. 
Now 


L 10 | 
Now plunges in th? abyſs of adverſe fate, + 
Or ſtruck by juſtice, or o'erwhelm'd by hate, 
All ſeems confus'd, as fate or fortune brings, 119k | 
Without connection, or directing ſprings; 
Yet order ſtill the eye of wiſdom ſees, 
And righteous heav'n fulfilling its e 0 

When ſilence reigns, and darkneſs veils the pole, 
What awful thoughts poſſeſs his riſing ſoul, 
While he contemplates that refulgent line | 
Of godlike men whoſ e 3 ſpotleſs ſhine, - 

Whoſe arms defended, or whoſe arts refin d, 
Or laws together link d the human kind ! 

While he with ſuch converſes, ſuch beholds ö 
In every ſplendid ſcene their life una 
How he exults to ſee his nature riſe, 

And ſpurn the earth, and claim its native fkies 3 
How he contemns, with generous pride, a race 
Whoſe baſtard morals mark her with diſgrace ! 

See all th' enchanting train of art attend, 

Their various pleaſures in his foul to blend! 
ER For 


tu ) 

For him to life the mimic pencil calls 
A new creation round the glowing walls. 
Where taſte chaſtiſes fancy's vagrant part, | 
Adorning nature with the charms of art. 
Or Reuben's ſtrength and vivid tints ſurpriſe, 
Or Raphael's majeſty detains the eyes, 
Or Titian's ſoftneſs melts the ſoul away, 
Or Roſa's wildneſs awes with terror's ſway. 

The chiſel now for him the ſtone inſpires 
With beauty's elegance or paſſion's fires, 


And bids a Venus riſe in grace divine, 
Or in mild majeſty Apollo ſhine, 
Or Hercules in brawny beauty ſtand, it 
Or awful Jove extend his flaming brand g. | at | 
F or him the feather'd ſongſters tune the lay, | 
| That hails the purple morn, or evening gray, 77 | 
When, or the lark, high ſoaring, chears the plain, | | 
Or Philomela pours her plaintive ſtrain. | j 


Famous ſſatues in Italy, but here taken for fine ſtatuary in general. 
| For 


* , 4 
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For him the pow'r of harmony compounds, 


With concord's * links; a hundred ſounds. 


While the ſweet lagi his ſoul detains, 


Ab free whth rages or melts with pleaſing pains. | 


How thrills his breaſt to mark the rife ſublime, 
The dying fall, the well-proportion'd time, 
Th' alarming diſcord, ſweet ſucceeding tones, 
Each grand effect which Handel's magic owns. 
The lofty dome for him the clouds invades, 
Extending wide its opening colonnades, 

Where uſe and elegance at once conſpire 

To call the paſling eye of taſte t' admire 
Whate'er Vitruvius' judgement has devis'd, 

In Jones' or Adam's ſtructures realiz d. 

For him the care - diſpelling ſylvan ſeat, 

Where art and nature at et meet; 
(While hat improves the field which 7his ſupplies, 
Yet, modeſt, ſhins the ſearch of judging eyen,) 
Bids awful ſhades exclude th' oppreſſive day, 
Refreſhing fireams in winding murmuis play ; 


Now 


| WW 
Now gives the view * expatiate free around, 
Now hides the proſpect in the dell profound ! 
To him the ſylvan ſcene each cirm "ORE 
Which from its taſteleſs lord it oft conceals. 

Oh! who will bear him to th' imperial height, 
Whence the wide proſpect burſts upon his fight ? 
Shrub-tangled cliffs, and pendent rocks ſurround, 
Down which the torrent foams with daſhing ſound. 
Beneath, the river glides with placid pace, 

And, circling, claſps the hill in its embrace; 

Its flowery banks unnumber'd herds diſcloſe, 
Fed with the verdure which its ſtream beſtows. 

The eye, {et free, runs o'er the vaſt champaign 
Where golden plenty undulates amain, | 

Sees the trim ſeat, at intervals, combine 

Its groves, its lawns, and all its file deſign ; 
And, farther on, the ſtarting tower reveal 

The village which embow'ring ſhades conceal ; 

Till it, at laſt, the diſtant ocean hail, 
And in th' horizon ſpy the elifiening fail. 


C 1 


On yonder ſide a ſullen heath extends * | 
Till in th? abrupt and woody ridge ir ends, 
Where, ſudden , the ambitious ſummits riſe, | 
| And mountains pil'd on mountains ſcale the ſkies, 
Upon whoſe tops eternal winter ſtays , 

Reflecting from his as ſolar blaze 
Grandeur and beauty all his foul ſubdue, 


| While contraſt heightens the bewitching view, 


Here would he gladly wait th' expiring day, 
And "midſt unnumber d charms of viſion ſtray ! | 
He ſuits to nature's reign th enquiring eye, | 
Skill'd all her ſoft gradation to deſcry, 
From matter's de through inſtinct's narrow ſway, 
To reaſon's gradual, but unbounded ; way, 
And ſees through all the wonder-varied chain, 
No link omitted, no appendage vain ; 


But all ſapporting, and ſupported, till 
The whole is perfect as the Author's will. 
Hence even the meaneſt points of nature's care 


Fix his attention, his attachment ſhare. 


The 


L 
The pebble though pellucid waters ſhewn, 
The moſs that clothes, the ſhrub that cleaves the ſtone, 
The modeſt-tinted flowers that deck the glade, 
The aged tree that ſpreads its awful ſhade, 
The teather'd race that wing th ethereal way, 
The inſect tribes that float upon the ray, 
The herds that graze, the flocks that nip the plain, 
And ſcaly natives of the wat'ry reign. . £4; 
Theſe hold ten thouſand wonders to his ſight, 
Which prompt enquiry, and inſpire delight. 
Relations „properties, proportions, ends, 
Burſt into light as her reſearch extends, 
Until unnumber'd ſparks wu him fall 
From the great ſource of light, and life, and all! 
When to _ — hip aibw-of pires, 
Its daily ſplendor, or nocturnal fires 
Kindled, when the e lamp of day 
Withdraws to ſhew what worlds reflect his ray, 
What other ſuns with equal luſſtre ſhine, 
And other ſyſtems round their thrones combine, 
Onward 
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Onward he travels through the boundleſs ſpace, 
Struck with freſh wonders, finds no reſting place, 
Till with amazement every ſenſe poſſeſt, 
He leans at laſt upon th' Almighty breaft. | 

Bur ſtill his fav'rite ſtudy is menkind, 
And the Creator's brighteſt image — mind! 
He ſees weak intuition's glimmering light 7, 
Born to illume enquiry's deepeſt night, 
Till, new diſcoveries adding to the ray, 
Fair ſcience brighten to meridian day ; 
Sees mankind knit by ſtrong, though tender, ties, 
Draw ſtrength from weakneſs, and from want ſupplies, | 
Brute matter mould to elegance and uſe, 
Compel the barren deſert to produce, 
Level the mountain, elevate the plain, 
Derive communion from th' unſocial main, 
Make rivers flow along the arid ſand, 
And ſpread delight and plenty through the land — : 


Ul 


7 The progreſs of ſcience from the ſlender beginnings of firſt 2 8 
mm and its happy effects on civil life, 


While 
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While thus the proſpect opens on his eyes, 
He feels his ahmirarion with it rife. 
Wiſdom and goodneſs meet him at each view, 
And till his love, and till his joy renew; ; 
He traces more and move the perfect plan, 
Still more and more its Author learns to ſcan, 
Till waſted by-devotion's breath on high, 
The heavenly viſion burſting on his eye, 
He views the glorious ſource of all diſpenſe 
O'er the wide univerſe his influence, 
Drawn from uns pent , yet ever-ſpending ſtores, 
And the perfection ſhare, ſhe this adores! 
Then revelation ſheds her cheering light, 
To bring the ſweet emotion to its height, 

When clouds and tempeſts, and the thunder's ſound, 
Which ſtruck the trembling finner to the ground, 
| Yield to the radiance of the lovelieſt day, 


— 


And ope to penitence ſalvation's way; 
When adoration, leſs repreſs'd by fear, 


Dares to behold divinity more near. 
* Led 


— 
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Led on by God's eternal Son, receives 

Faith that directs, and ſuccour that relieves. 
Feels grace celeſtial all the ſoul ſubdue, 

And in a Judge beholds a Saviour too l, 

Thus the 155 order, mark'd on all around, 
In the clear mirror of his ſoul 1 found, 
Which ſhews each object in its native dies, 

Not thoſe diſtorting prejudice applies. 

So on the evening of a ſummer's day, 

When peace and beauty grace the ſetting ray, 
Geneva's lake all chryſtaline and ſtill, 

(Unleſs when dimpled by the ſwallow's bill) | 
Shews nature's image on its liquid breaſt, 

In ſoft reflection's colouring ex conſt: 

The purple clouds, the lovely blue between, 
The flowery banks , the trees of yellower green, 
The ambient hills with ſwelling vintage ſpread, 
And diſtant Juva's ſnow-encircled head— 

7 The knowledge of Oy imprelling a ſtrong ſenſe of the being 
and attributes of (od, is the beſt preparation for the reception of the 
goſpel. | 

| | No 
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No whirling guſts the peaceful ſurface ſweep, 
Or break the ſcenery of the lucid deep. 

Nor are to contemplation's walks confit'd | 
The rich reſources of a feeling mind, 
But active, as life's checquer'd journey goes, 
Raiſe its poſſeſſor's bliſs, and ſooth his woes. 
If gay prof; perity his goblet fill, 
The grateful lip can make it focerer ſtill, 
The grateful eye add luſtre to the view, 
When her bright ſunſhine ſheds its golden hue. 
If adverſe fortune diſſipate the day, 
Embroil the clouds, and bid the lightnings play, 
Benign devotion can his ſoul ſuſtain, 
And make the proſpect brighten up again. 
If he muſt mount the ſtage of public life, 
Where ſhifting ſcenes exhibit conſtant ſtrife, 
He claſps all mankind in his warm embrace, 
In every human, ſees a brother's face; 
And thus enjoys a calm within his ſoul, 
Though diſcord's raging tempeſts ſhake the pole. | | 
| iof _— His 
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His ſoul alone to great deſigns can ſoar, 


Alone a nation's welfare can explore, 


Feel all the taptures of a patriot fire, 

To deeds of godlike benefit aſpire, 

And when his pow'r is ſmaller than his will, 
Rejoice to wiſh the good he can't fulfil. 

If unjuſt foes aſſail with ruffian arms, 

His injur'd country ſtruck with dire alarms, 
While patriot indignation keenly burns, 
While hope and fear poſſeſs his heart by turns, 
But in th' eventful hour an Elliot draws 


TY avenging ſteel, and vindicates her cauſe, 


Her thunders hurling o'er the land and main, 
That teach the finking foe to own her reign, 


Not ſi peech's moſt expreſſive powers can tell 


The glowing tranſports which his boſom ſwell. ; 
If calmneſs and retirement be his lot, 
Unknown life's ſtruggles, or, at leaft, forgot, 
Still he a choſen few around him ſees 
Whoſe worth attaches, and whoſe manners pleaſe, 
To 


ey 
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To whom he gives, from whom receives again, | 
Augmented pleaſure, and diminiſh'd pain. 
While active every duty to fulfil, 
Impos'd by ruling providence's will, 
Whatever troubles in its courſe annoy, . 
He turns them to a ſource of ſweeteſt joy. 

What ſweet ſenſations in his ſoul ariſe, 
From the ſoft charities of nature's ties | 
With joys the ſons of revel never knew, 

Heav'n, when it firſt withdrew its bliſsful ſmile, 
And doom'd our guilty race to pain and toll, ©. 
While earth ſhould yield no more ſpontaneous fruit, 
But thorns and thiftles fix their barren root, 

And dire diſeaſe lead on her ghaſtly train, 

And eye-ſunk ſorrow ſpread her wide domain; 

Yet willing to diffuſe, acroſs the gloom, 
A chearing beam, and mitigate the doom, 
Three pow'rs commiſſion'd from the ſeats above, 
Bright hope, fair friendihip, and heart-ſoothing love z 

. This 
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This form'd to wipe the tear from ſorrow's eye, 

That ſhare the burden, and new ſtrength ſupply; 

The third advance whenever theſe ſhould yield, 

And teach to bear the ills they had not heal'd. - 
Thrice happy, then, whom faithful friendſhip binds 


By ſweet conformity of kindred minds. 
Nor favour's bribes, nor anger's th ed pain 


Can break or looſen th' 2 chain. 
Each virtue gathers ſtrength from mutual praiſe, 
From mutual counſel every vice decays ; 
Communion perfects every fair Jnkign 6 
Calls into light, and gives in act to ſhine; 
Communion deepens every ſource of joy, 
And bids it never fade, and never cloy, 
Wards off each adverſe ſtroke they fear t. * 
Or, if it be inflicted, gives the cure. | 

But happier {till whom love's auſpicious hand 


* 


Has join'd in nature's tendereſt, ſtrongeſt band, 


When Hymen lights his torch at Cupid's fire, 
Wi And calmer reaſon ſanctions warm deſire! _ ar 
| : "$15 3 Their 
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Their aims, their feelings, their affections join'd, 

Like mingling colours, conſtitute one mind ; 
| While ſome flight difference ſtill affords a ſhade, 
By which agreement is more lovely made. 
| Though growing more dependent every day, 
Each ſeparate reſource is ſtoPn away, 
Yet on the pow'r-of union they rely, 
For every want is pin d wich its ſapply. 
Thus as two rills whoſe ſilver waters flow 
Through flow'ry pin , and vivify the blow, 
Although at firſt through diſtant fields they ſtray, 
Nearer and nearer bend their liquid way, 
Till, mingling, they a common channel find, 
And undivided to the ocean wind: | 
80 hearts, attracted by love's generous pow'r, + 
Grow cloſe and cloſer each ſucceeding hour, 
Till indiviſible through life they glide, 
And join eternity's unbounded tide, 

Should frowning fortune ſpread her fickle wings, 
Should malice pierce them with her ſharpeſt ſtings, 
C4 ; | Should 


8, 
Should they be driven from all the world beſide, 
Oppreſſion's victims, or the mock of pride, 
Doom'd on Siberia's frozen heaths to ſtray, 
Or feel parch'd Afric's unrelenting ray, 
They'd hug misfortune, and eſteem their lat, 
' That cloſer ſtill and cloſer drew their knot! 

Sweet n of nobler ſouls, who know 
Where heav'n has plactd man's happineſs below) ; 
Not in the pomp of pow'r, the blaſt of fame, 
Or wealth's and taſhion's ever-ſhifting aim, 

Or fickly luxury's refin'd repaſt, 

Whence appetite diſguſted, flies at laſt 

But, mutual love, and faith which never dies, 
And, leaving earth, ſhall flouriſh in the fkies! 

If heav'n dear pledges of their love beſtow, 
And in their breaſts bid all the parent glow ; 
What ſweet complacencies, what pleaſing cares, 
What gleams of paradiſe the boſom ſhares ! 

Each day the parent ſees ſome riſing grace, 
Or of the mind, or mind-expreſling face; 


Each 
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Each liſping ſound, each tone of forming ſpeech, 
Is ſweeter muſic than the ſpheres can teach. 
A thouſand charms the parent can deſcry, 
Which vaniſh from each leſs attentive eye; 
A thouſand ftrokes of wit the parent hears, 
Which never reach leſs intereſted ears; 
A thouſand ſplendid days he learns to date, 
Which warm anticipation weets from. fate... 
What ſweet emotions in the boſom blend, 
When the dear wreſtlers with fond ſtrife contend. A 
Who, climbing firſt the knee, ſball ſcize the kiſs ; | 
A look their prompter, and a {mule their bliſs! 

And if the plant which, with parental hand, 
They fondly rear, its riſing growth expand, | 
Put forth its leaves, and, as the ſeaſon flows, 
Its gems, its bloſſoms, and its fruit diſcloſe, 
And ſtill more comely, ftill more fruitful riſe, 
Adorn the earth, and mount into the ſkies — 
The pious tranſports in the ſoul that glow, 
But heav'n can give, and but a parent know | 


Thus, 
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Thus, unmoleſted by the ſtorms of ſtrife, 
Their bark glides gently down the ſtream of life. 
Unwavering conſtancy directs its fails, 

Celeſtial concord breathes propitious elles; 
Serene content illumes , with placid ray, | 
Unfading happineſs attends their way, 

Till bleſt by all, and in each other bleſt, 
They reach the port, and find eternal reſt ! 

Now ye, whoſe hearts cold apathy immures, 
And niggard ſelfiſhneſs within ſecures, = 
Indulge but to theſe ſcenes a tranſient glance, 
You'll find humanity her claim advance; 

While thi Sid rays of ſympathy are felt, 
Your ſullen boſoms will begin to melt, 

Art laſt, ſubdu d by nature's pow'rful ſway, 
They'll ſweetly Sound reſponſive, while I ſay, 
Ve, then, by whom the path of bliſs is ſought, 
0 Turn, with diſdain, the elevated thought oy 
<c From every ſelfiſh, narrow, low deſire, | 
« And own che impulſe of a generous fire “ 


END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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TRE ARGUMENT, 


It is a partial proceeding to view only the fair ſide of 
ſenſibility 0 An allegorical deſcriptiqn of that power 
—The general condition of man affords ample mater 
of diſtreſs —This condirion to be conſidered in its 

| moſt prominent features — firſt, with regard to natu- 
ral, ſecondly, to moral evil—The horrors of a tem- 
peſt—of an inundation—of a fire — famine — an 
earthquake—the plague—The evils flowing from 
human corruption and ignorance, ſtill greater than 
thoſe which ſpring from the inevitable laws of nature 
War — Civil diſcord — Superſtition — Bigotry — 
Enthuſiaſm — Deſpotiſm in its . ſhapes — The 
abuſes of liberty. 


AN ESSAY ON SENSIBILITY 


An ! why, too ſanguine, why, too partial muſe ! 
Preſent, with magic glaſs, thy fairy views, 

Which fancy gilds with her deluſive ray, 

T'amuſe with ſcenes fo treacherouſly gay; 

While thou concealeſt from the dazzled eyes 

Yon real waſtes, and _"_—"" ſkies g 


Which truth commands to ſtrike the clearer ſight, 

Baniſh'd thoſe airy phantoms of delight ? | 
For think what ſenfbility entails 

Upon the boſom where her power prevails ! 

She there tranſmits each varied pang ſhe knows, 

All her ideal, all her real woes, 

Her fears, her jealouſies, her changing ſtorms, 


And hypocondria, in a thouſand forms. 


For nature, when the ſickly nymph ſhe made, 
Aſſembled all her elements in aid. 


Flame 
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Flame gave its heat, and quick- aſcending wing, 
Air its tranſparence, and elaſtic ſpring, 
Earth its variety and richneſs gave, 
Its ſoftneſs and fluidity the wave. 
All theſe are in her compoſition found. 
And every heart by her dominion bound... - . 7 
Hence paſſion's ardour, and fine phrenſy's flight, 
Reactive feeling, and conception bright, 4 
Fancy's luxuriance, and varied blow, 
And ſoftneſs quickly melting into woe ! 
Hence every finer, ſofter, keener ſenſe, _ 
And love and hate, and joy and grief intenſe, 
And love and hate, and Joy and grief in train, 1 
Shifting like ſhadows on the vernal plans. 
Hence all the foul in every fibre lives, 
Hence every pore a door to anguiſh gives, 
Aſſaſſination's in the gentleſt touch, 
A word too little, or * too much, 
A look, a whiſper, or a . dart a FE. 
Can rouze to rage, or fink in black deſpair. . .. - ; 

„ | ; | If 
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If o'er the meadow fragrant Arier flies, 
' Thy enraptur'd ſoul is wafted to the ſxies; 
But if the chilling North the fields invades, 
Tis wrapt in ſpleen's impenetrable ſhades. 
When, esch remain of purer ſpite flown, 
| The flaccid nerves have yielded up thei? tone, 
Black melancholy” s cloud o'er{preads the view, 
And tints each object with ber duſcy hue. 
No more the plains their florid bloom diſplay, 
No more the ſun diffuſes lively day, 
Nor ſweet ſociety affords delight, 
Charg'd with diſguſt, or pregnant with affiight ; 
But all around one ſullen gloom appears 
No ray that lightens, and no ſound that cheers. 
The ſoul ſuecumbs beneath the, cumb'rous load 
Of life, and pants to leave her dark abode. 
Reaſon, whoſe pow'rs ſhould now in arms be join d 
To break the direful ſpell that holds the mind, 
Mieanly bnd t' imagination's reign, 
And walks a fetter'd captive in her train. | 
a '  Reftrain'd 
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Reſtrain d by no control, her cruel "OR 
To hideous monſters yields the ſoul a prey, 
From loweſt hell her dreadful magic calls 

Each i imp that plagues, each ſpectre that appals.. 
A hundred ills, for ever far remov'd, 

But torture, more when figur ' d, than when prov'd— 

Incurable diſeaſes, long decay, | 
And death inveſted with each dread array, 
And meagre poverty's diſtreſs and ſhame, 
And loſs of friends, and loſs of precious fame, 4.4 
And what unfelt will ſcarcely credit find, 7 
E'en guilt's dire horrors rack the ſpotleſs mind. 

And, oh ! what ſcenes on every fide appear, 

To wring the boſom, and extort the tear 
Is not man form'd to trouble, toil, and woe, 
As rapid flame t' aſcend, and ſtreams to flow ? 

Poor, naked, helpleſs, he begins, in cries, 
The life, whoſe courſe through deſolation lies, 
And which, when the appointed ſpace is run, 
Ends with convulfions, as in throbs begun. 


Now 
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How youth ſugcumbs beneath diſcaſe's rage, 
Now ſorrow's gall infects the cup of age. 
Here fate ſevere ſuppreſſes merit's claim, 
There want's cold damps extinguiſh genius? flame; 
There fee the widow and her orphans pine, 
While pow'r and opulence at eaſe recline, 
And each remains if Hany ebe 
T” abuſe the bleflings which they can't enjoy. 
Now hopeleſs love ſweet beauty's form conſumes, 
Or perfidy to deeds of horror dooms; 
Now melancholy ſprings from brooding care, 
Or raging phrenfy iſſues from Aachen. 3 


Tyrannic force, or politic deceit, 
Enthron- d, make freedom's neck ſupport their feet, 
While they extending o'er the earth their reign, 
Bid heav'n defiance, and their place maintain 
But let the muſe, awhile, here take her ſtand, 
And caſt her eyes along the dreadful band 
Of evils which ſurround the human line, 
Or fix d in nature by the will divine, 
; D 2 Or 


3 
Or ſprung from vice—a more ferocious, crew 
That ſcourge their mother with infliction due, 
Spreading, aſſailant, in each form of woe, 
Through every province of man's ſtate below. 
Hark ! the loud tempeſt ſweeps the wat'ry plain, 
With horror and deſtruction in its train. 
Th' expected navy, loaded with the ſtores 
Of complicated toils , and diſtant ſhores, 
Juſt when the view th' intended port deſcries, 

Sees the clouds blacken, and the ſurges „ 
And ſtrews with wrecks, and wraps in forrow's ſhade 
The coaſt to which it wealth and Joy convey d. 

The children who prepar'd to greet their fire, 


Aſſume deſpondent mourning's black attire ; 
The ſpouſe, who panted for her huſband's Gln, 
Would count it joy to give the funeral rite, 

But, ah! his limbs are tols'd upon the wave, 


Of in the ocean's monſters find a grave 
Tube river, which ſhed gladneſs Oer the plains, 
Swell'd with diſſolving ſnows, or torrent rains. 


Contemns 
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Contemns its bed, its higheſt banks tranſcends, 
And far and wide 1 its | ravages extends, | 
Flocks, herds, and ſtacks are hurried in Its train, 


And all the hopes and labours of the Fwain, £5 
Who every wiſh and effort bounds to ſave 
His wife and children from th' invading wave, | 


In vain ! for lo! the unremitting tide 

Aſſaults his ſinking houſe on every ſide. 

Borne on a plank, with fruitleſs toil he tries 

To bring chem help, but hears their dying cries, 

Then ſees them ſink, and, by deliv'rance curſt, 
Auvies cheir happier fate who periſh'd firſt, 

Their happier fate who're freed from want and woe, 
And all the pangs which from remembrance flow, - 

While he muſt wander, helpleſs and forlorn, © 

Or pity's object, or th obdurate's ſcorn. 

Now ſhrieks, and ſignals of diſtreſs reſound; 

While death and devaſtation ſ] pread around ; 

The fertile champaign grows one boundleſs ſea, 

Save the 0 veropfing tow'r, and airy tree. 
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Such late their fate, the fertile fields who ſow d, 


Through which the Rhine's majeſtic current flow'd, 


When. after cruel winter's lengrhen'd reign, 

They pyd returning ſpring to free the plain. 

But, when his thaws diffolv'd the i icy band 

Which held the ſtreams, and petrified the land, 

While Alpine ſnows increas'd the river's force, 

Bur hills of ice denied its wonted courſe, 

The hapleſs ſwain ſaw his poſſeſſions drown'd, 

And where he hop'd relief, deſtruction found. 
How, oft when night diſſolves, in ſoft repoſe, 

| The houſehold, fearleſs of impending woes, 

Thy h' infidious ſpark, which i in unt comes lay, 

In ſecret cating out its direful way, 

Fed by farpowidiag fewel into flame, 

Extends around its deſolating claim, 

Subdues the roof, and gains the 0 air, 

The darkneſs yielding to its livid glare. 

The wretched fleepers now their danger know, 

And wake from fancied bliſs to real woe. 
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The noiſe and tumult which around them ring, 
Increaſe their terror while they ſuccour bring. 
The rafters crack, th' enfeebl d floors ſubſide, 
The flames and ſmoke each road to wore — 
Only remains the window's height to try, 
And death to hazard, while from death they fly. 
The ſhrieking mother, whom her fears confound, 
Throws down her babe, and daſhes on the ground, 
Thoſe that remain, encircled by the fire, 
Bereft of aid, with doleful ſhrieks expire. 
The parents, who had ſunk to peaceful reſt, 
With numerous pledges of their arion bleſt, 
Childlef behold the gloomy morn ariſe, 
And, plung'd in horror, half upbraid the ſkies. 
Now haggard famine paſſes o'er the plain, | 
Blights every talk, and curſes every grain. 
She joys to think each hopeful labour loſt, 
And deſolation ſpreading round the coaſt. 
Or, parch'd with unrelenting ſuns, the ear | 
Refuſes filing with th' advancing year, 

D 4 
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Or, waſh'd with timeleſs rains, neter takes the hue | 
Which ſpeaks the harveſt to the fickle due. 
Winter array'd in triple gloom appears; 
No ſtore ſupplies him, and no comfort cheers. 
Dearth ſpreads ſubſiſtence, which offenſive ſeem'd, | / 
Is ſnatch'd with ardour, and delicious deem d 35 
Een nauſeous animals become a prey 
Add to expiring life another day. 
Theſe fail ; ferocious huoger's griping fangs 
| Seize on the frame, and tear with racking pangs; 

Subdu'd by want, humanity expires; 
Abandoning the ſoul t' infernal fires, 
The mother tears the infant from her breaſt, | 
And meditates the'worſe than helliſh feaſt, 
But when her murd'rous hand prepares the wound, 
She drops, a bteathleſs carcaſs, 'on the ground, 
The clinging babe ſtill ſecks the milky ftore, 
And ſucks the boſom which can flow no more. 

Oft earth againſt her wretched ſons conſpires, 
If free from famine, tempeſts, floods or fires, 1 

5. 1 While 
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While all convuls'd ſhe to her center ſnakes, 

And deſolation's blackeſt forms awakes.  _ 
The lofty fabric feels the chrobbing ſhocks, 

As on the turbid deep the veſſel rocks. 

Unceafing tremors rend the finking walls; 

One mingled heap the craſhing ruin fals. 

Where ſhall the naked ſuff*rers ſuccour ſpy ? © | 

To heav'n they look ! black clouds involve the ſky. 

The deep in ſwelling torrents foams around, 

Nor than the deep more table is the ground; 


Wide yawns the earth; they're ſwallow'd in its womb, 

And find, before they have expir'd „a tomb. 
Such, and more terrible than words can tell, 

The fate by which unhappy Liſbon fell. 

Such, and more dreadful even than fancy feiga, 

That which, Calabris, ravag'd thy damm, 

When mountains ſunk, and ſtagnant lakes were ſeen, 

Where late the olive and the vine had been, 

And awful waſte, and filent ſolitude _ w_ 

| Appear'd where towns and lively hamlets ſtood. 

| What 
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— What element's not overcharg'd with woe? 


Whuther ſhall perſecuted mortals go, 

Where terror and deſtruction not appear? 

There they 5 what they fly from here, 1 
And while they ſeek ſome ſingle ill to hun, 
See bands of grief ſurround them as they run. 
Een the bleſt air, which feeds the vita breich, 
Is pregnant oft with: peſtilence and death. 

No art, no wiſdom, no defence provide 
Againſt deſtruction rang d on every fide, 
While e 'en the vivifying ſource of day 

Darts malady and plague in eyery ray, 

Deepens the gloom of each returning morn, | 
And loads with dead the fields he wont vadorn; 
Nor do diſeaſe and death, with common hand, 
Then ſpread their horrors round the groaning land, 
But take each form of anguiſh and deſpair 

Which hell can forge, and human bodies bear, 
Where e'en deſcription's blackeſt colours fade, 
And fancy owns ſhe wants ſo deep a ſhade. 

No 
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No eaſe, no hope, no conſolation known, 
Th! infected ſufferer heaves i inceſſant groan, | 
His glaring eyes no ſoothing ſlumbers cloſe, | 
Or grant the ſhort oblivion of repoſe. 
His ſpotted ſkin tꝰ unnumber'd ulcers turns, 
While in his heart a conſtant furnace burns; 
His ſwallen throat, exuding putrid blood, 
Denies a paſſage to the voice and food ; 


He pants for water, he can aſk no more, 
Taſtes it — and feels the burning as before, 
A putrid vapour round his frame exhates, 
Marking a carcaſs long ere death prevails. 
Med'cine acknowledges her fruitleſs care, 
And filent fits, or mutters her deſpair. 
With diffolution preſent to his ſight ; 

The wretch is ** with anguiſh and affright, 
Now begging death 1 end che cureleſs woe, 
Now to delay awhile the fatal blow, 

While ling' ring on the margin of the tomb, 
He dreads futurity's uncertain gloom. 


Rage 
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Rage and diſtraction ſeizing on the brain, 

Supply a ſhort oblivion of pain, 

And momentary ſtrength, and then ſubſide 

Into the weakneſs of th' exhauſted tide. 

A clammy ſweat from every pore expreſt; 

The quick-drawn breath ſcarce labours through the breaſt, 
Convulſive ſpaſms the quivering nerves contract, 
The face diſtorted, and each fibre rackt, 

Th' ears tinkle, ch' eyes in deathful darkneſs ſwim, 

A freezing torpor creeps through every limb, 

Till from the heart the vital ſpark retires, 14 
| And a dread ſpectacle the wretch expires. 

Wide ſpreads th' infection, wide the terror flies, 
Each fears th impending vengeance of the ſkies,  ., 
Soft charity, repell'd by ſelfiſh dread, 
Runs ſtruck with horror ſrom th' infected bed, 
And leaves the ſuff ret to endure alone, 1 i 
Unheard intreaty, and unpitied mon - 

N or this preſerves the ſound; for of the blow 
They ſought to ſhun, comes loaded with the woe . 


Of 
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Of dire remorſe, that they rufus'd 1 grant 

The friendly ſuccour which themſelves now want; 
And deaf to pity's, deaf to nature's cry, | 

Allow'd their relatives like beaſts to die?, 

Nor age, nor ſex eſcapes the general doom, 

The living ſcarce ſuffice the dead t' inhume, - 


The voice of mourning pours from every door, 
The ways with endleſs funerals blacken o'er. 
Thoſe, who their friends had to the grave conſign'd, 
Catch the infection borne on every wind, 

And ſeek their homes they ne'er ſhall leave again, 
Unleſs attended by the ſable train, | 

The ſtreets, the roads, the fields, are cover'd o'er 
With bodies, for they can inter no more. 

| Hence freſh malignance ſpreading through the air, 
The birds and beaſts man's deſolation ſhare. 

All nature langviſhes ; the verdure fades; 

The hand of winter ſeems to ſtrip the ſhades. 


7 Sec Lucretius' Deſcription of the Plague at Athens, —Book VI. 
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No more they mourn, no more they fear or feel, 


Deſpair inveſts the boſom with her ſteel ; 
And each ſurvivor, wrapt in ſullen gloom, 
Expects, with filent apathy, his doom. 
hut theſe dire ſcenes of heav'n's peculiar rage 
Appear, you anſwer, ſcarcely in an age. 
| Range then the ſtreets, and Io! diſtreſs and grief, 
And want * hunger, ſupplicate relief; | 
And wring the heart where ſoft compaſſion lives, 
(For, ah! how weak the ſuccour which it gives!) 
While luxury diſplays her impious pride, 
Rejects their pray'r, or turns her face aſide. 
Still all theſe ills which nature's laws impoſe, 
Are rare 41 gracious when compar'd with thoſe 
Which lawleſs folly and unbridled will, 
And envious hate, and fickly whim fulfil. 
Let looſe to rage with unremitting ſtrife, 
And hang with black the ſcene of human life. 
See bloody war unlock the bars that ſtay d 
His rabid fiends, impatient to invade 
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The eaſe which peace and induſtry prepar'd, 
And all the other foes of man had ſpar'd, 
Terror nd rage his harbingers appear; 
Diſtreſs and devaſtation cloſe his rear. | 
Bee civil diſcord more ferocious fill, 
More big with rancour and deſtructive fill, | s 
Or wield the firebrand, or the dagger draw, 
Or ſanction murder by the guiſe of law, 
And bid deſpairing ſhricks and groans reſound, 
And blood be pour'd, and carnage heap'd around. 
See ſuperſtition trembling at the noiſe 
of ruſhing torrents, or the thunder's voice, 
The moon's eclipſe, the flaſbing meteor's glare, 
And each viciſſitude of earth or air; 
Involv'd * guilt's or ignorance's ſhade, 
Fach vain or cruel practice call in aid, i 
Maintain with 15 a. perpetual fight, 


And virtue barter for the empty rite. 
Obſerve the entrails, mark the flying bird, 


Hang on the crafty augur's doubtful word, 
| Hollow 


11 
Hollow the pavement with the midnight pray 'r, 
Or to the cutting ſcourge the ſhoulders bare, 
Rob, to erect the ſhrine, the orphan's ſtore, 
Or even the altar ſtain with human gore, 
And while ſhe either tortures or endures, | 


Purſue by horrid crimes, ef crimes the cures ; 

While bigotry, attending by her fide, 

With eye of jealouſy and heart of pride, 

Invades the deareſt rights which nature gave, 

. . when man's a. flare, 

That ſpark extinguiſh'd he has taught to glow, | 

And what he form'd for bliſs is plung'd in woe, 

And all enflam'd with perſecuting ire, 

Or turns the rack, or lights the fatal fire. 
Contemning theſe from every form's reſtraint, 

Moon-ftruck enthuſiaſm liberates the ſaint. 

Excurſive ſprings, on ſounding pinions flies 

Beyond earth's. limits, and aſcends the ſkies, 

But ſoon bewilder'd "midſt the airy way, 

While clouds {till thickening pope the day, 

She 


— 
She, from-the giddy courſe at laſt grown blind, 
Falls back upon the earth ſhe left behind, 
With diſappointment ſtung, and mad with ſhame, | 
Rejects. inquiring reaſon's ſolid claim, | 
For ſacred lore her frantic follies vends, 


No more by argument but force contends, 


Oppreſſes, while for freedom ſhe diſputes ; 


Abhorring perſecution, perſecutes; 

Levels the temple, where the common . 

Who claims a free religion, is ador'd, 

And makes the torch diffuſe the ſacred rays 

Which wraps the city in one dreadful blaze. 
See high-thron'd deſpotiſin with joy ſurvey 


A daſtard world content to own her ſway. 


Dark policy her ſullen viſage hides, 


Oppreſſion guards her, and ſuſpicion guides; 
Yet, while with trembling hand ſhe rules or braves, 
She feels the tyrant is the ſlave of ſlaves. 
Oh! in what age, what climate, do we find af 
The human form appear as heavy” n deſign'd. 
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To be the firſt and meaneſt of his ſlaves. 
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With port erect, with freedom's honeſt guiſe, 
With look directed to its native ſkies? | 
For caſt your eyes o'er this terreftrial ball, 


| Behold the boaſted monarch of it all, 


Bent to the yoke, a greater ſlave appears | 


Than e'en the brutes o'er whom he domineers. 


Does lion e'er to lion homage pay, 


And yield the foreſt as his lawful ſway 3 


Does bull to bull reſign the common mead, 

And at his will conſent to breathe and feed ? 

No; if conſtrain'd by matchleſs force to yield 
The courted miſtreſs and the flow'ry field, | 
Th' indignant vanquiſh'd leaves the victors reign, 
And ſeeks another wood, another plain. 


But man conſents to bend the ſervile knee 


To one as weak, as poor, as blind as he, 


And, as the higheſt exaltation, craves 
Behold the Turk, obedient to his lord, 
To his own neck apply the fatal cord. indi 


51 J 
Eſteem it great to die by his command, 
And kiſs the warrant ſanction'd by his hand. 
Behold a vain, ambitious, ſprightly race, 
Whom ſcience, wit, and poliſh'd manners grace, 
But by deſpotic ſway each fire repreſt, 
' Whoſe generous ardour warms the manly breaſt, 
Profuſely ſquander genius richeſt ſtore 
To deck the idol which they mnft adore ; 
And pleas'd in chains, and joining mirth with awe, 
E'en vanity from degradation draw. 

Behold a nation that extends its reign 
O'er half a hemiſphere, and graſps the main x 
Call art and ſcience, and each milder grace, 
To fix beneath the pole their dwelling place, 
Court trade and wealth, and every civil bliſs, 
And deem by pow'r alone they may poſſeſs 
Oh! vain attempt! to ſtrive with tiature's laws, 
To ſeek th' effect, yet reprobate the cauſe. 
Thoſe precious plants by flow progreſſion riſe, 
E'en when advanc'd by freedoms foſtering ſkies. 
E 2 | But 
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But where deſpotie clouds deform the year, 


In vain you-plant, in vain you try to rear. 

Soon as the ſhoot appears above the earth, 

It owns the clime, and periſhes in birth. 

Vain is each wiſh, each effort of the ſoul, 

When that 1s wanting which ſupports the whole ! 
Ye princes ! would you ſpread true joy around, 

Go, daſh that iron ſceptre on the ground ! 

Let freedom live, let equal law prevail, 

Let ſteady juſtice hold the impartial ſcale; 

Let lord and peaſant, king and ſubject, 8 

On equal terms before her judgement ſeat; 

Let each derive his ſtation from her hand, 


While all unite in common int'reſt's band. 


Ah! idle pray'r! che nations you have broke, 


If freed from yours, would court another yoke. 


| The neck that once has felt the ſervile chain 


Can ne'er be fais d to liberty again 5. 


* Nec vera  virtus, quum ſemel excidit, 
Curat reponi deterloribüs- Hor. Od. Lib. III. 6, 29. 
My X I Next 
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Next turn your eyes where Ganges' facred ſtream 
Renews the fields that mourn th oppreſſive beam; 
Behold what ills from curſed av'rice flow, 

And ſhed a tear o'er complicated woe ! | 
Thirſting for gold, what numbers ſeek the ſtrand 
Where force 1s law, and ant'reſt every band, 
Let rapine looſe, erect extortion's throne, 4 1 
Spread mis'ries even there before unknown : 
Till they at laſt complete th' infernal plan, 

And millions periſh to enrich one man. 


Oh! wretched race] whom deſtiny ſevere 

Hath mock'd with joy, and doom'd each woe to bear; 

For yau in vain the beamy diamond ſhines, 

And the rich deep its pearly ſtore reſigns ; 

For you in vain ch ingenious loom ſupplies 

The flowing web that rivals nature's dies; 

For you in vain your ſpicy foreſts blow, | 

And with the golden ore your mountains glow ; 

Far you oppreſſion ever ſhakes her chains, 

And cruelty invents her racking pains ! ä 
E 3 Not 
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| Not tracks immenſe of interpoſing deep, 
Not tides that whirl, or denne that ſweep, 
Not ferer-daning rays direftly ſped 


From the day's furnace glowing over head, 
Not the perfidious monſters of your floods, 
Not thoſe that, raging, iffue from your woods, 
(For you theſe ills ſuffice not to endure,) 

Can your rich plains from foreign rage ſecure. 

If now you can more dreadful ſcenes ſurvey, ah 
See thoſe which Guinea's diſmal ſhores diſplay. 
Chain'd two and two, lo! the devoted throng 
Move, with the filence of deſpair, along. 

Th' inhuman merchant drives them to the ſtrand 
Where they for ever quit their native land! 

Pent in the hold, oppreſs d with galling chains, | 
Diſeaſe aſſails them, and infection reigns ! ! 

Death's manumiſſion on che warry way 

Deprives the plunderer of half his prey. 

Arriv'd in port, ſee the ſurviving few 
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Expos d, like cattle, to the buyer's view, 


And 
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And doom'd by th? unrelenting voice of gain, 
To endleſs ſlav'ry and unſolac'd pain. 
'The rug that ſaves not from the ſolar flame, 
Or nightly damps, and ſcarce conceals their ſhame, 
The ſtifling hut, th' unwholeſome ſcanty fare, 
The bed that wounds the limbs it ſhould repair, 
Th' inceſſant taſk beneath the cutting thong, 


Rais'd to avenge caprice's fancied wrong. 

No cheering hope, no ſolacing repoſe, 

And death the only period of their woes 
Hence cf: deſpair ſuggeſts the bloody knife, 
Or ſtrangling cord, t' exchange a tortur'd life 
For reſtoration to the happy ſhore 


Where white men rage and drivers rack no more. 


Theſe ſlavery's blackeſt forms! But oft the lands , 
Where liberty's refulgent temple ſtands , 
| Adore an idol deck'd in ena ſhew, 
Nor real preſence of the goddeſs know, 
Or where ſhe dwells corruption takes her name, 
To cloak the baſeneſs of ſome ſhameful aim. 
; = Ses 


See the Venetian glorious freedom pili. e 
Becauſe four hundred ſovereigns he obeys, © ' | 
In gloomy filence to his ſenate bend, 
Tremble to blame, and tremble to commend, | 
Tremble leſt the heart freezing curtain draw, 
And ſhew him hang t' inculcate ſilent we. 


Thrice happy Britain! did you truly know 
What high prerogatives to heav 'n you owe. 
You, nor a mob, nor monarch domineers, 

Nor noble, cruel from a tyrant's fears; 

But equal rule from balanc'd power draws 
The life of freedom, and the reign of laws, 
Maintains to man the ſtation heay'n aflign'd, 

And guards him from his greateſt foe—his kind, 

But as each human work's imperſect ſtill, 
Each human good attended with its ill; 

So civil bliſs, like health exceſſive, breeds 
Corroſive humours, and corruption's ſeeds, 
Which gather ſtrength no medicines can rame, 
And threaten diſſolution to the ſtame. 
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Hence 
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Hence wealth providing the luxurious ſtore, | | 
Unnerves the ſoul. and bids;exert no mores 
Hence when th! effe& exhauſts the cauſe, and brings 
Dependancg flowing from prafufion's ſprings, 
Ambition aims by poſts to make th amends, 
And not for glory but for gain contends, 
While liberty is freedom to be brib d. 
And ſpurn each bound which juſtice has preſcrib d. 
In diff'rent colours the Gs paſſion's dreſt. 
While each aſſumes the garb. that fits them beſt, 
Placemen and patriots vary but in name, 
The look is different, but the heart the ſame; 
And through whatever roads their courle they ply, - 
Intereſt's the goa} on which they fix their eye. 
While wretched country, bleeding at each fide, 
Is but the jade on which by turns they ride, 
And diſcord never lets her trumpet ceaſe, 
Nor Britons taſte th unmingl'd ſweets of peace, 
O Thou, who open, generous, and kind, 
Seelt human nature's figure in thy mind, | 
- And 
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And warm'd with th' image's reſiſtleſs grace, 

Extendſt thy arms to claſp the lovely race, 

Avert, if thou wouldſt keep the foul that glows, 

Avert thy placid eyes from ſcenes like thoſe. p 

For when chou'dſt ſeen them with a wild abel, 

Firſt thou wouldſt hate mankind, and then def; piſe, 

Philanthropy to cold indifference turn'd 7 

Would freeze thy boſom, as before it burn'd. 
Had I the deg wing to mount the ſky, 

Far from the buſy haunts of men I'd fly, 

Seek in the dreary deſert a retreat, 

And ſhun the very prints of human feet : 

For where th' aſſemblage of mankind is found Y 

Guile, envy, ſelfiſhneſs, and hate abound. 

Or ſneaking treachery, or ruffian pow r, 

With black impreſſions mark each paſſing hour; 

And while a deep, and deeper ſhade they caſt, 

Foretel the future ſhall exceed the paſt! 

Or could I learn to ſee with other eyes, 

And own a ſoul no baſeneſs can ſurpriſe. 


END OF THE SECOND PART, 
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Tiz ARGUMENT. 


Satisfaction more likely to be found among private 


than among public characters But we are here 


again diſappointed. —A view of ſome characters 


which are really vicious ——The character of Mer- 


cator Notario — Prædo — Harpax — Adulio — 
Bubo — Trimmer — Superb — Squire Warrant — 
Vindex— Pompoſo — Doloſus —Sophus — Potentius 

_ —Helluo—Libido— Virioſo — Hazard —Torvas— |. 
Papilio — Serpentine.— Even characters good, upon 
the whole, have oſten ſome glaring defect which ex- 
cites our diſguſt The character of Amuſus Dul- 
cello—Rufticio—Bamboozle—Scribl erus—Tickle— — 
Ineptus = Cynecio—Benevolus.—lt is vain, there- 
fore, to continue the endleſs chace, fince ſubjects of 
diſguſt croud in fo faſt as to baffle delineation — Ec- 
cleſiaſtical characters, whatever they may promiſe, 
afford as little ſatisfaction as others — Parſon Marrow- 
bone — Sniveller - Dr. Smart The ſpectacle of phi- 
loſophy ſtill more diſtreſſing — Diſmal conſequences 
of ſcepticiſm —Poetry often alſo abuſed and proſtitu- 
ted— Melancholy pictures preſented in hiſtory—The 
feeling heart, overpowered by thoſe views, wiſhes to 
become hard and inſenſible. 


* 


an. 


AN ESSAY ON, SENSIBILITY. 


Burt ; leaving buſkin'd characters, let's try 
If life's inferior ſtations may'n't ſupply 
Some with whom: virtue loves her name to tell, | 
And ſenſibility delights to dwell. ©  - 

Ye, who with ſoft affeQion's fervour glow; 
Does ne'er diſguſt her chilling vapour throw, 
While to the generous flame with which you burn, 
Your boſoms meet no ſolacing return? 
While in this field of treachery and ſtrife, 
In this aceldama of human life, 
Ambition, envy, avarice, and luſt, 
The heart of treaſon, add the face of truſt, _ 2 1 
Taint aftion's ir prings, the nobleſt pow'rs debaſe, | 
And leave few virtues to retrieve our race. 
At mammon's ſhrine what clouds of incenſe riſe ! 
Few, very few, refuſe to ſacrifice; 


But 
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But fewer ſtill behold with Juſt dildain, 
The tinſel fav' rites of his potent reign. 
Bebeld Mereator, who; or ſhirtleſs back, 
Long bore, without fatigue, the frugal pack, 
And many a village feen, and riany a town, 
Found he could cant fall twerty ſhilhngs down. 
Then with his gain, his ſeaſe of fraud increaſing, 
He grew an adept in the art of fleceing. 
He ſet up ſhop ; by ounces and by pounds 
Long cheated. Wholeſale next enlarg'd his bounds. 
He ſmuggled, and foreſtall d, and ground the poor, 
And made, from public dearth, his fortune ſure; 
Full cent. per cant. on every job he ſpied, 
Nor let an oath obſtruct the golden tide. 
When, as no mortal than's without 4 flaw, 
He got entangled in the nets of law, 
A bankruptcy reſtor'd him to repoſe, | 
And from a bankruptcy he richer roſe. 
At laſt, his tow'ring wiſhes to complear; 
He candidate commenc'd; and bought a ſeat, 
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Then ſold his vote, a contract gave the ſum 
Ne had fo long deſi d, —a double plum 
Well! now Mercator ſcarce can count his fields: 
A more than princely dome Mercator builds 
Mercator treats proud nobles at his board: 
Mercator, though a ſcoundrel, is ador'd ; 
And, with well-grounded pride, exults to ſee 
Hundreds Sal him, baſer flill than he. 

Long did Notario drive the cloſe-cut quill ; 13 
| While tzwo pence for the ſheet compos'd his bill; 
Till, growing ſkill'd in every quirk of law, | 
To raiſe an action, or deſcry a flaw, 
He ſaw his reputation wide unfold, 
And every bit of paper change to gold. 
From nothing, now, his villany will flinch — 
He hopes, perhaps, at laſt, to on the bench 
See Prado, who was forc'd, for flight of hand, 
T” exchange his country for the Indian ſtrand ; 


When once arriv'd upon the bliſsful clime 3 


Where neither puniſhment exiſts nor crime, 
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Soon learnt by other rules his life to ſcan, 
And found himſelf a more than honeſt man. 


Arms now arid rapine grown his lawful trade, 

Widows and orphans he by thouſarids made, 

And ſhew'd uncommon fill to turn, with haſte, 

The fruitful diſtrict to a barten waſte. 

Thus chemiſts careful ex ry grain t' explore, 

Extract the gold, and leave the droſſy ore. 

When glutted with the glory and the ſpoil, 

He figh'd to ſee again his native ſoil. | 

Waſh'd white i Ganges' ſtream, he brought his ſtore, 
And boaghe the very lands he plough'd before. 

The ſeat of ancient nobles levell'd quite, 

A Chineſe 5 ſerves to ſhew its ſite, 

And with their lands, their lfopting's honour fled, 

A baron's daughter mounts his filthy bed. = 

Harpax, that wretch, whole coffers burſt with wealth, 

Collected by extortion, fraud , or ſtealth, 15 

Cloſe by the treaſure tries, in vain, to ſleep, 

His toil t increaſe it, and his care to keep. 

| po | On 


19 

On him no child depends for its ſupply, 
No friend, no brother, caſts an aſking eye; 
No pious duty covers, with its blind, 
The ſordid avarice that wrings his mind; 
But he {till heaps for ſolitary ſelf, = 
And broods incumbent o'er the hoarded pelf. 

Heav'n in compaſſion took his wife away of 
With joy he ſaw her mingl'd with the clay; 
But, lo! her coffin muſt be paid at laſt: 
« What ! for a coffin hun ſo much be aſk'd ? 
I will not pay.”—* We'll ſue you. ee That may be; 
« Force only ſhall extort that ſum from me. 
They brought their action, and, with 1 obtain'd, 
And, for the coffin, his effects diſtrain'd. 
But, fimilar miſchanees to prevent, 
He for a carpenter directly ſent, g 
And bade him, for his cheſt, the meaſure take, 
The coarſeſt, and the cheapeſt he could make; 
Which brought, he ſafely in his cellar locks, 
Againſt the time his carcaſs needs the box. ? 

„This is a true ſtory. 
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And, yet, this wretch is courted and careis u, 

Becauſe of cighty thouſand pounds poſſeſs'd, 

Courted by thoſe who make his will their ſcope, 

And &'en by thoſe who never knew the hope; 

For money's name alone can homage draw, 

And fill each boſom with a ſacred awe ! 

Who can behold, without indignant ire, 

That 3 Adulio creeping in the mire? 

To him an equipage and liv'ry'd ſtate 

Compriſes all that's excellent and great. 

If my Lord own him with a ſideling glance, 

With humble rev'rence he preſumes t advance; 

If he vouchſafe a word, or deign a ſmile, 

T E A reward for months of ſervile oats 

But, if moſt graciouſly he's aſk'd to dine, 

Tis honour's ſelf, tis ecſtaſy divine! 

See him each , array'd in Sunday's ſuit, 
And, bowing, almoſt kiſs his Lordſhip? 8 ou 


Enquire, with flattery's moſt impatient mien, | 


« How goes. his health?” or © How his ſleep has been?” 
| And 
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And ſtart aghaſt, if anſwer'd with the ſound, © _ 
« T've got a cough,” or © Am moſt ſadly bound.“ 
With conſtant caution he obſerves his eyes, 
Prone to anticipate te wiſh he {| pies. 
If he perceive a ſpeck upon his coat, 
He aſks permiſſion to efface the blot ; 
Drops he his glove, he darts to pick it up; 
Forgets his cane, he's with it ere he ſtop. 
He props, with his aſſent, whate'er he ſays; 
Blames if he blame, and praiſes if he praiſe. | 


Has the great man a hump, - or pimpl'd face, 


He thinks ſome ſmall deformities ive grace. 
If he is merry, and attempts a ſtroke, 

His ready laugh eſtabliſhes the joke. 

Has he the ſpleen, and voids on him his bile, 
He takes*the vomit with complacent ſmile. 

In ſhort, he is his maſter's bounden elf, | 

And &en, from ſelfiſhneſs, enjoys no ſelf. 

” Yet, this vile reptile, this moſt abject thing, 

d Like other reptiles, may, at laſt, take wing, 

F 3 And, 
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And, ſpite of truth, of indignation ſpite, 
Fly up to honour's molt exalted height, 
And, chang'd into the tyrant from the ſlave, 
From others get the dirty cares he gave 
See Bubo, who, at college and at ſchool, 
Was na form's as every clafs's fool, 
A butt which every wanton ſhafi might hit, 
Or whetſtone for each wag to ſharp his wit. 
Much from correcting birch did he endure ; 
But the diſeaſe of dulneſs what can cure? 
How WY pitying the plodding wretch, 
Jack Taylor made bis theme, and ſav d his breech ! 
How often when, as bumour's game he fled, 
He ſaw him panting, and to covert led. 
Now mo the change ! his wealth can all ſupply, 
And give to ſchools and colleges the he. 
Now Bubo's wiſe, and eloquent, and fit 
To rule the ſtate, and dictates e'en in wit! 
1 could, with patience, all his ſplendor ſee, | 
Did blockheads only to him bend the knee ; 
But 
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But when they worſhip him that * before, 
I burſt with ſpite, and can contain no more 
Trimmer is a conſummate politician; 

To rule-a borough his ſublime ambition, 

His conſcience ſtretches like elaſtic gum, | 
But can, as ſeaſons ſuit, its ſize reſume. 

To gain his point his active ſoul diſdains 

No dirty barter, no degrading pains. 

His cheek adorn'd with everlaſting ſmiles, 
His lips are boneft, while his heart beguiles. 
In fine, he ſhews, all policy compris'd, 

A miniſter of ſtate epitomiz'd ! 

Superb firſt drew midſt Scottiſh hills his breath, 
A thouſand aol two thirds yielding heath, p 
The other oats,, compos'd the wide domain 
O'er which his birthright gave him pow'r to reign. 
Pride with his milk, at every ſuck, he drew, 
And 'midſt oppreſſion's trembling objects grew. 
Truth-hating prejudice in chains confin'd, 

His ſoul to ignorance's gloom conf gn'd. 
F 4 
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While the high titles of a chief diſpenſe 

With genius, knowledge, equity, and ſenſe. 

His tatter'd tenantabjiew'd him as a god, 

Whoſe voice was thunder, and whoſe hand a rod. 

If five year's ſavings gave the coarſeſt ſuit, 

If the new ſhoe conceal'd the beaten foot, 

Or if the mud-built cot grew warm and neat, 

| 5 Or rib of pork compos'd the Sunday's treat; 

| They waxed rich, enjoy'd too clement ſkies, 
His anger kindles , and their rents mult rife, 
Till, quite reduc'd, they crop the ſcanty grain, 
Leave ev'ry field as barren as his brain; | 

And preſs d, at laſt, by want's reſiſtleſs hand, 
Fly from the tyrant and their native land. 


Vet all this petty tyrant does or ſays, 
Muſt be receiv d with ſilence or with praiſe; 
On his own dunghill ſo long us 'd to crow, 
Hie ſeems the ſovereign cock of all below, . 
And makes's trumpet notify his mind, 
* That. all the world may dine, when he has din'd 10. 
29 This is alles of Highland chicftain, 


Squire 
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Squire Warrant holds three villages in awe, 
Fully commuſſion'd to oppreſs — by law ; 
While conſtables, war jails, and whipping poſts, 
And Bridewell, at his ſtern command he boaſts. 


In vain the mother ſeeks to ſooth his rage 
Againſt the only refuge of her age; 

In vain the wife to ſave her huſband tries, 

Whoſe daily toil her babes with bread ſupplies ; 

The law forbids ſuch criminals to ſpare ; 

For he deſtroy'd a trout, and he a hare. 

Their country's ſlaves, they now muſt cioſs the main, 
And leave their limbs upon the diſtant plain. 

* Tf you with Vindex wage the ſlighteſt ſtrife, 

He flames with hatred that expires with life. 

Nor time, nor diſtance, nor ſubmiſſion, change 

The ſteady purpoſe of his high revenge, 

Which its capacity ſo wide extends, 

That all your relatives it comprehends. 

Once his ſtern countenance diffus d a ray 

More bright than bridegroom's on his nuptial day. 

Whence 
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'Whence this unuſual joy ? that day he found | 
The bliſsful means an ancient foe to wound, 
Whoſe wrongs, by twenty years incruſted o'er, 
Hard fate allow'd not to revenge before! 
Deteſted wretch ! whoſe ſoul, a hell below, 
1s leſs to others, than thyſclf, a foe ; 
Baſe as relentleſs, impotent as baſe ! 
What region of deſpair ſhall be thy place, 
When call'd to anſwer ? 0 - that place we find 
| | Already ſettled in thy duell mind l. 

With lofiy mien, and eyes emitting fire, 
Pompoſo ſtruts, and calls you to admire ; 
And, if his ſweeping courſe a glaſs be nigh, 
A. Arche his chin, and Who ſo fine as I ? * 
His arms, his legs, with conſcious pride ſurveys, 
And all che glories of his form diſplays. 
Talk you of birth? from Fergus he deſcends, 
And ſcarce his pedigree in Adam ends; 
And fin original is, in his creed, 

That from a gardener we all proceed. 
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Of high connections? — all ſurround the throne, 
And by its ſplendor only are outſhone. 

Of ſcience ? — then he ſoars — high, 
And is a perfect encyclopedy ; 

But, while he tries his treaſure to diſcloſe, 

A vaſt extent of vacuum he ſhows. 

Attempt to queſtion what he dares advance, 

ious glance. 

Expoſe his boaſts nds! blood! deſtruction! fire! 
hed victim of his ire. 

Yet, firmly look this hero in the face, 


Your anſwer is amo 
You'll prove the wr 


And treat with plain contempt his vain grimace, 
Of weakneſs conſcious, impotent of foul, 
Like the beat cur he fkulks into his hole ! 

The turkey thus, bird cowardly and vain, - 
Spreads, to ſpeCtators* view, his tawdry train, 


Inveſts his pate with mingling blue and red, 

And drops his pendant ſnout to raiſe your dread. 
But wave your hand, the creature takes to flight, 
All his vain terrors vaniſh from the fight. 
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Thus empty ſtomachs moſt with wind abound ; 


Thus hollow caſks emit the loudeſt ſound ; 
Thus books that ſhew a ſplendid title page, 


Have nought beſides attention to engage ; 


Thus inns that promiſe rareſt cheer and wine, 


Can oft produce them only on the ſign ! 
Doloſus is a ſaint, a man of grace, 

Religion's ſelf is painted in his face. 

How grave his mien! how ſanctified his talk ! 

His nb how modeſt ! how compos'd his walk ! 

His ſhining locks, dividing on the crown, 

Depend, like candlewicks, his ſhoulders down. 

Sage prudence guards the portal of his lips, 


Whence no unhallow'd, raſh expreſſion flips. 


Conſtant at ſervice, regular in pray'r, 

His ſoul deſpiſes every worldly care, 

He lets no fault unnotic'd paſs him by, 

But marks with cenſure's moſt opprobrious die. 
Pure orthodoxy's dictates he defends, 

Purſues God's glory, and his church extends ; 


1 

And, were the pow'r, as th' inclination, giv'n . 

By fire and ſword world ſpread the reign of heav n. 

Thus, fince he on his God ſo much beſtows, 

The leſs he to his fellow-creatures owes. 

Let want implore, let heart-ſtruck ſorrow bleed, 

Pity's no article in all his creed; 

Which only lends its cloak to cover ſelf, 

Or low ambition, or vile love of pelf; 

While, overflowing with malignant grace, 

He views, with godly hate, the human race. 
Sophus, from ſuch hypocriſy exempt, 

Surveys him, and all ſuch, with juſt contempt ; 

But not content to ſtop where reaſon ſtays, 

The very vice he reprobates, betrays. 

He holds that all religion is a cheat, 

The child of ignorance, or of deceit; 

At prieſt, and church, and ſuperſtition, rails, 

And Celſus' jokes, at hundredth hand, retails ; 


Snatches from Providence her ſcale and rod, 


And nature always ſubſtitutes to God. 


Philoſophy 
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Philoſophy with kimt's the ſacred cloak 
That hides the view of his ignoble yoke ; 


For, lo! this man, whoſe ſwelling thoughts aſpire, 


Rolls in debauckery's obſceneſt mire, 

Inſen6bility his boſorn fteels, | 

And nothing great or good he ever feels. 
Potentius 1 is compaſhonate and kind, 

To all who are exactly of his mind, 

To all who make him ſnuff the fumes of praiſe, 

Nodding to each abſurdity he fays ; 


To all who, moving with an humbler flight, 
Never preſume to reach his awful height. 
But 1s there one who dares to hint diſſent, 


Who cannot flatter, and who, not content 


To reſt in a | ſubordinate degree, 

By merit aims to riſe as high as he? 

To ſuch, although he pour th” inceſſant moan, 

He's deaf as ſtormy waves, and hard as ſtone ! 
Helluo, that maſs of matter, lives to eat, 


Nor ever thinks, but to invent a treat. 
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He caſts upon the haunch a leering look; 
And ſees the firſt of artifts in a cook. 
Of all the creatures form'd by heav'nly might, 
A turtle is the faireſt in his ſight, 
Of alll th? enjoytnents various man partakes, 
None ſuch ſenſations as green fat awakes. 
If his great ſoul deſigns a glorious feaſt, 
He caters it three weeks before, at leaſt, | 
And taſtes each diſh with moſt diſcerning care, 
To fix its title on the bill of fare. 
Thus, on the noble purpoſe of good cheer, . 
He fairly ſpends two thoufand pounds a year ; 
And if a novel diſh could ſtrike his eye, 
Would pay it down at once without a ſigh. 

Libido, though a wife ſupremely fair 
Partakes his bed, and has beſtow'd an heir. 
Yet, as ſton offals children think more ſweet 
Than e'en the moſt delicious tabled meat, 
Snuffs, flagrant as a goat, his neighbour's maid ; 
A tatter'd dowdy, and a batter'd Jade. 


He 
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He ſkulks in corners when the evening falls, 
And for his char ming partner cateryals: 
g Ott he receives the ſtone of paſſing boy, 
Or feels the emptied jordan cool his joy; 
Slinks home a moſt beſpatter d, ſtinking wight, 
And curſes luſt, and then — returns next night. 
6“ Such joys are not for me,” Vinoſo cries, 
«© Pure bite eſſence in the bottle lies; 
* With jovial fellows when the glaſs goes round, 


« Mirth burſts amain, and comic ſtrains reſound ; 


_ © Bleſt with oblivion of low-thoughted care, 


Who would deſire the monarch's lot to ſhare ?” 


He drinks and roars, till, ſunk beneath a ſwine, 
He hiccoughs, and reſtores —the Juice divine. 


Hazard calls drunkards, butchers, gluttons, beaſts, 


Diſeaſe's victims, or deriſion's jeſts ; 

Pure, and unſullied-by each other vice, 
He keeps his ſoul entire for cards and dice, 
Purſues/cloſe calculation's ſlender line, 


And marks the point where fortune muſt incline. 
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He waits, like ſpider, midſt her filmy ſnare, 
For the fluſh tradeſman, or the new-fledg'd heir; 


« Sedate to think, and watching each event,” 

Catches the moment when the heart's unbent, 

Pours on the bumper he takes care to pals, 

And the purſe empties when he fills the glaſs. 

If he's detected in ſome ſharping trick, 

And the fork nails his hand juſt in the nick ii, 

He's kick'd a ſcoundrel : but if chance imparts, 

Not to leſs baſe, but more ſucceſsful arts, 

A hundred thouſand — his deſert attains 

Th' exact proportion of his treaſur'd gains. 
Torvas delights to ſee the riſing jar, 

To fan the flame, and animate the war. 

The bloody noſe, black eye, demoliſh'd tooth, 

Or deadly blow, give rapture to the youth. 

If he can't glut, with human ſtrife, his eyes, 

He to the cockpit for amuſement flies, | 


1 This is well known to have happened to a famous ſharper. 


* 
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What glorious ecſtaſies his breaſt expand, 


When twenty combatants have kiſs d the ſand ! 
And en the victor gaſping at his feet, 
Renders the ſcene of maſſacre complete. 

Not ſo Papilio, whoſe politer care 
Is center'd in his buckle, coat, or hair 
A thing of ſilk, whoſe learning is to ſcan 
A ſong, or know the figures on a fan. 
By the rank fragrance of perfume he's known, 
And bears the ſcents of France to hide his own. 


He ſports his hand, which chick - ſkin gloves make white, 
And with the diamond's glitter wounds the fight. 


With blood like Zemblian ice, and heart of ſtone, 
He talks of flames, and raptures never known, 
At Mara's ſtrains pretends to die away, 


Melts into tears if moving Siddons play, 


On frogs and ortolans can only dine, 


And ſickens if he fee the rude ſurloin. 


1 parle ſans ceſſe how things are done abroad, 


How they adjuſt each etiquette and mode. 


&« All's 
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“ All's order'd well in France—there kings bear ſway; 

« There men of faſhion make the mean obey ; 

c There you may run a ſurly porter through, 

«« Nor fear the rope will give you ſs to rue.” 

And I all this impertinence muſt hear, 

Becauſe he boaſts fix thouſand pounds a year, 

Becauſe his father could the pelf advance, 

To have his.monkey led about through France. 
Serpentine ſickens at another's health, | 

Advancing honour, or increaſing wealth; 

But my image molt offend his eyes, 

Pleas'd only when a blemiſh he deſcries 

From others hid; or, if 'twas known before, 

How he exults to aggravate the ſcore ! 

With what dire {kill he points th' envenom'd dart, 

That pierces reputation to the heart ! 

How gives th' expreſſive ſhrug, the blaſting ſquint, 

Or the ſlow poiſon of a doubtful hint. 

The breath of peſtilence around him blows ; 

Death and deſtruction follow where he goes. 
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But leaving flagrant vice, and all her train, 
Who rouſe to rage, or fill with calm diſdain, 


See ev'n where virtue ſeems her ſeal to place, 
What ſtrange deformities its mark efface ! 
Amuſus is ſo clever, and ſo kind, 

Of pleaſing manners, and of taſte refin'd, 
No fooliſh thing his mouth cer utter'd yet, 
But all he ſays is mark'd with ſenſe and wit. 
Still ſo much wiſdom in his converſe reigns, 
That, for his conduct, none at all remains: 
His life annuls the ſenſe his lip declares, 


And folly driv'n from his, to that repairs: 


Seated at eaſe, and by the flowing bowl, 


How flow his ſpirits! how expands his ſoul ! 

He claſps your hand, and, with heart-ſpeaking face, | 
Hugs you in friendſhi p's molt intenſe embrace. 

What is the thing he will not do for you, 

He ſays — nay, what is more, intends it too — 

fad will perform in, [if within; his pos 
Provided you can goad him every hour— 


Bux 
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But let him for a week eſcape your fight, 


Th' impreſſion's vaniſh'd from his boſom quite, 


Though truſted with whate'er you hold moſt dear, 
He has forgot it for ſome preſent care. 
His mind's a ſtream which, pure and limpid, ſhews 
Each circumjacent object as it flows, 
But juſt as it receives, gives up the trace, 
Another now admitted in his place, | 
Till, all the courſe of ſhifting ſcenery o'er, 
It meets the ocean, and refle&s no more. 
Read to Dulcello the affecting ſtrain, 


Or ſoft romance 


he's touch'd through every vein, | 
The ſtarting chryſtal gliſtens in his eye, a 
And from his deepeſt ſoul he heaves the ſigh ! 

Would you not think this tender man would preſs 

His utmoſt farthing to relieve diſtreſs ? 

Oh! no; his ſoul, exhal'd in ſentiment, 

Has nothing left on afion to be ſ pent. 

So fine his feelings, that he'd try, in vain, 

By deeds material to make them plain. 
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Next, ſee Ruſticio view, with ſcornful eye, 
The man who drops a tear, or breathes a ſigh. 
To the vain cant of ſentiment unknown, 

He reſts his chara&er on deeds alone, 
_And quakes through every limb, leſt any know 
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His boſom 3 with love, or melts with woe, 
Or that dame nature rules his mighty mind, 

Juſt as the vulgar herd of human kind. 

He really loves his family and friends, 

Yet his affection ſerves all hatred's ends; 

While, with his kindneſs, ſuch a juice he pours, 
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That, ere the cup has reach'd the lip, it ſours. 
Seeming to ſpurn, and yet afraid of, fame, 
He thinks that rude and honeſt are the ſame ; 
And, while he ſocks Þypocrifh to fly, 
His life's one tiſſue of hypocriſy. 
Pamboozle, honeſt ſoul ! would fain be good; 
Yet what it ſignified ne'er underflood ; 
By public breath alone he lives, or dies, 
And, as opinion ſiutters, round he flies, 


Though 
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Though rank and riches independence gave, 


His peace is ſubject to the meaneſt ſlave, 
Horror of horrors 1 ſhould there one be found 
Who would his tender reputation wound ! 


While he would take from cenſure every cauſe, 


He gives up all that can command applauſe 
Scriblerus, wrapt in ſ ullen wiſdom's cloak, 

Watches for ſome occaſion to provoke. 

How plain ſoe'er the truth, he muſt diffent ; 

His fame mult ſtand inſtead of argument. 

He talks in aphoriſms, and every ſound 

Is mark'd with gravity the moſt profound. 

If others laugh —he will not deign a ſmile 


If they are ſerious —he grins the while. 


On all around he darts derifion's loox: 
This is not inſolence —he wrote a book ;—— 
He wrote a book ;—and every word he ſays 
Is ſwallow'd © with a fooliſh face of praiſe.” 
Silence prevails if he but void his phlegm, 
And all Apollo's heard in every hem, 

ws Gy 
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Tickle can find, in nothing, joy or eaſe, . 
But yet a thouſand things a day will pleaſe... 
He flits from ſcheme to ſcheme, from view to view, 
And nothing old he likes, and nothing new. 
Fop, ſcholar, ſtateſman, preacher, and buffoon, 
He's all, before the changing of the moon. | 
Now plain of ſpeech, now fond of pompous ſound 1 
Now in the clouds, now creeping, on the ground; 
Now hating cover, more than wiſely free ; 
| Now double-minded to the laſt degree; 
| Now hermit-center'd in his peaceful cell, 
Now loving only with the croud to dwell 2 
Now fanning with unlimited aſſent ; 
No contradicting without argument. 
So fine ch ideas of his ſubtle brains, 
That they the ſtrainer paſs aha wit remains, 
So fond of ſtratagem and long detail, 
That he invents machines — to kill a ſnail. 
So cunning, that he overſhoots the mark, 
While yulgar prudence hits it in the dark, 
Wich 


[ 2 
With penetration he's a very fool; 
With Grcumaſpoſtivn'ohris U wal 
With application, nought at all effects ; 


With cloſe attention, every thing neglects. 
Say, by what name this creature ſhall we call, 
Antitheſis, and contradiction all > | 

Ineptus' funds of converſe — fail, 
Himſelf the conſtant hero of the tale. 
He tells his wiſdom, and his folly too; 
That they are his — enough for him and you, 
He forms the ſtudied repartee and pun, 
Then waits the time to fire his loaded gun, 
And palms it for 8 —with eaſe, 
For none e'er ſtudied ſuch bon mots theſe. 
His clack eternal grates th' impatient ears, 
While nothing wile he ſays, and nothing hears ; 
Impertinent, vain, fooliſh, empty thing, 
Why will that bell of thine for ever ring ? 
When all it publiſhes, both far and near, 1 1 
Is *© Shun a coxcomb if your peace be dear.“ 1 


Cynicio 
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Cynicio, wich a calth indifference, ſees 
Rank's empty ſhew, and wealth's luxurious eaſe, 
Worth only ſtrikes his philoſophic eye, 

But, where, oh! where, ſhall he that worth eſpy? 
A hundred flaws each character diſplays, 

To check the riſing ardour of his praiſe, 

With ſuch infirmities on every fide, 

How vain is vanity, how empty pride ! 

_ Yet, in humility he ſeeks reſpect, 

And hunts for fame, aſſuming fame's neglect. 

He ſ purns th' ambition which he cannot fill, 

And tramples upon pride with greater till. 

But, muſe! why thus purſue an endleſs race, 
While game ſtill ſtarting claims another chace ? 
Know, for each object of diſguſt you ſpy, 

A hundred others have eſcap'd your eye; 
While you preſume you've beat through all the field, 
Much more than you have ſtarted lies conceal'd. 

Perhaps the church's fons, whoſe aim's t . 

| * milder ſentiment, each great deſire, 


Will 


( 
Will move affliction and command eſteem, 


Adorning by their lives their Maſter's ſcheme. 
Ah! diſappointment e'en awaits us here, 


And baffles expectation with a ſneer. 


See Parſon Marrow bone, ſo plump and ſleek, ' 


The claret painting his vermilion cheek. 
What makes him now ſo fat, ſo lean before? 
He took his Lotdſhip's baſtard and his whore, 
And when his patron yet requires a drudge, 
Upon the dirty, errand he muſt trudge. 

See Sniv'ler, too, half hypocrite, half fool, 
Whoſe genius hardly graſps a grammar- rule. 


| Yet ſcarce the church the preſſing eroud contains, 


When he pours forth his ſoporific rains. 
Though he expoſe religion, outrage ſenſe, 
And heav'n blaſpheme by his impertinence; 
Yet, oh! how ſweet, how holy is the ſound, 
Till all the raviſh'd audience ſnore around, 


And, in their ſacred flumbers, deem expreſt 
The perfect image of the heavenly reſt. 


Whence 
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Whence all the virtue of this nodding doſe ? 
| Why, in the magic bagpipe of his noſe ! 
To him quite oppoſite in head and heart 
Is young and faſhionable Doctor Smart, 
Before a glaſs he forms his pulpit air, 
And preaches to the witty, gay, and fair. 
While with rich imagery each period glows, | 
Glides on the ear, and gains its rounded cloſe, 
The ſparkling ring his ſnowy hand diſplays; - 
Adorns his action with its changing rays, 
Well bred, he every poliſh'd hearer charms, 
Nor with the terrors of the Lord alarms. 
Mercy's the attribute he ſtrives to paint ; 
Heav'n muſt enchant, not hell affright the ſaint. 
More read in Cheſterfield than in the Bible, 
He has his own, and let's each have his foible ; 
And, prone pure nature's dictates to recall, 
Quotes more from Seneca than Be St. Paul. 
Nay, ſometimes ſtarts deiſtic doubts, and ſees 
In Jeſus Chriſt a ſecond Socrates. 
| But, 


9 


But, ſince the beſt donation from above, 
The perfect law of freedom, light, and love, 
Is, or by folly or by vice defac'd, 

More by its friends than enemies diſgrac'd ; 

In the cool ſhade, perhaps, the peateful grove . 
Where mild philoſophy delights to rove, 

Where muſing ſcience far from ſtrife reclines, 
And attic genius forms his fair defies, 

The feeling heart, at laſt, may find a place 

To fix its foot, and end the weary chace. 

Where does that true philoſophy reſide, 
Whoſe aim is truth, utility whoſe guide, 
Who, free from pride and ſophiſtry's vile art, 
The mind enlarges to improve the heart, 


Corrects with gentleneſs, with love illumes, 


The more ſhe has advanc'd the leſs preſumes, 
And the ſtraight paths of real ſcience trod „ 
From nature learns to riſe to nature's God? b 
Impicty clothes metaphyſic wiles 


q 

In wiſdom's gravity, or goodnels' ſmiles, | 
| ; 

Pretends | 
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Pretends t' enlarge the mind from error's reign, 
Yet loads with prejudice's ſtrongeſt chain. 
Hence reaſon, hood-wink d, and expell'd her throne, 
| Purveys for lawleſs appetite alone. | 
Religion, trampled, ſcarce dares lift her eyes 
T' invoke the ſuccour of the injur'd ſkies. 
Hence love of ſingularity and praiſe 
To deeds of blackeſt infamy betrays, 


Damps man's beſt pleaſures, aggravates his woes, 
Tears up the roots on which all virtue grows, 
Extinguiſhes his hopes, his comforts kills, 

A deadly poiſon through his frame diſtils, 

And bids def; NA invade an orphan world, 

Rule fled, and order back to chaos hurl'd. 
Pyrrho ! theſe deeds of horror mark thy name, 
Diſplay thy genius, and enjoy thy fame. 


; 4 
1 
i 
i 
. 
ab 
* 
it 
itt 
# 
k 
{ 
[ 
1 
»;4 
474 
71 
1 
iy 
7 U 
0 
14 
? 
7 
4 
2 
7 
hy 
$ 
os 
t 


But, leaving metaphyſic's arid ſhore, 
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Near the Pimpleian ſiſters tune the lay, 
And taſte the raptures which their ſtrains convey. 
| How 
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How oft th' enchanting muſe, by heav'n deſign'd, 
While ſhe delighted, to inſtruct mankind, 
Is ſeen to walk in vice's ſordid train, 
To raiſe the wanton, or the venal ſtrain ! 
How oft ſhe fires the paſſions ſhe ſhould tame, 
Exalts the baſeneſs ſhe ſhould brand with ſhame, , 
Blackens the virtue which ſhe ſhould commend, 
Or ſtrikes the innocence ſhe ſhould defend ! 
Or if, rovelving the hiſtoric page, 
We mark the colours of the varying age ; 
Crimes upon crimes in direful groups ſucceed, 
And in their train infernal horrors lead. 
Through carnage, now, they wade to mount a throne, 
Now ſhake the ſceptre, and bid virtue groan ; 
Now raiſe a Cromwell to ſupreme controul ; 


Now give a Socrates th' empoiſon'd bowl ; 


Now doom a Jeſus to th' accurſed tree; 
Now to a Nero bend the ſervile knee. | | 
Here the deluded mob, with joy, demand ö 
Their chains from ſome inſidious tyrant's hand. | | 

While | 
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While the few wiſe, his terror and their ſcorn 5 


In ſecret wonder, and in ſecret mourn. 
There, frantic with Alecto's rolling glare, 
They rend, with tumult's rout, th' afflicted air, 
And, while their fury for its victim cries, 
A Scipio's baniſh'd, or a Stafford dies. 
For few the pictures hiſtory diſplays 

T inſpire delight or animate to praiſe. 

As in the deſert here and there is ſeen 

The lovely flow'r, or inſulated green; 
So for each Titus that commands ſurpriſe, 

A hundred Neros and Domitians riſe. 

What feeling heart, but, ſtarting at the views 
Dreſſed and painted by th' indignant muſe, 
Firſt ſheds o'er human miſery a tear, 

Then ſpurns the baſenels which it cannot bear ; 
Till, worn with ſpite, diſdaining to bemoan, 
Ic with itſelf were harden'd into ſtone. 


"END OF THE THIRD PART. 
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TER ARGUMENT. 


Senſibility ſhould ſeek a retreat in the domeſtic relations 
— But this 1s alſo vain— Friendſhip is either un- 
ſteady, or aſſumed as the maſk of treachery—As 
little happineſs to be expected from love — When 
unreturned, it is productive of che moſt exquiſite 
anguiſh—Deſcri ption of the tortures of diſappointed 
love—Vows often broken, after flattering with ſucceſs 
—The ſorrows of marriage Mutual diſguſt and in- 
difference — Jealouſy—The pangs of ſeparation after 
years of unbroken triendſhip,—and of a filial ſepara- 
ton by death— Parental diſtreſſes— The diſeaſes and 
dangers of infancy—The anguiſh of two parents, 8 
perceiving their ſon on the top of a precipice The 

dangers of youth, — ſurrounded by bad example, and 
hurried into a courſe of profligacy — A promiſing ſon 
cut off in the flower of life—Repreſentation  F fund 


family plunged in woe by ſuch an eyent. 
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AN ESSAY ON SENSIBILITY. 


Yer, why ſhould ſenſibility thus roam, 
When the ſafe precincts of a peaceful home 
Preſent the calmer, ſurer joys of life, 

| The faithful friend , kind miſtreſs, tender wife, 


T' invite him back, whoſe vagrant heart has ſtray'd 


From comforts cordial, and repoſe's ſhade ? 

You talk of friendſhip—and, with fancy's eyes, 
Behold her, lovely daughter of the ſkies, 
With placid mien, with look ſerenely bright, 


> With heart as pure and candid as the light, 


Firm, though affectionate, though gentle, juſt, 
True to her cauſe, and ſteady in her truſt, 
Appear to ſuccour man's afflicted ſtate, 

And ſafely guide him through the ſtorms of fate ! 


But ſhew me where the lovely image lives ; 


Where ſheds the bleſſings your deſcription gives? | 
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Or, if it breathes, ſhall ſtand the teſt of time, 
Nor rife and periſh like the vernal prime ? 

No; when Aſtræa left our guilty kind, 

er ſiſter, friendſhip, Ld not ſtay behind ! 

Did never he, who talk'd in pompous phraſe, 
Of firm fidelity tranſcendent dale, f 
Yet, put to trial, make it but too plain, 

Some paltry baer, ſome ignoble gain, 
Indulg- d to friendſhip i in his lofty mind, 
Only the place which it had firſt refign'd ? 

Did never he, who ſwore eternal truth, 
Which age ſhould ripen as it bloom'd in youth, 
Which ſhould misfortune's fierceſi frown defy, 
And give to human fickleneſs the bs 
Did never ſuch, when debt o ercaſt your face, 
Or calumny diſtain'd you with diſgrace, 


| Prevent demands of ſuccour by his flight, 


And ſhun you as if death were in your ſight ? 
Did ne'er the youth to whom you breath'd your ſoul, 
And deem'd him true as needle to the pole, 


Start 
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Start from your ſide, the bloody dagger wield , 
Deſtroy the character he ſwore to ſhield, 
With blackeſt perfidy his truſt betray 
To an unfeeling world, as ſcandal's prey ? 

What flames of indignation fire the breaſt ! 
Each form, each name of kindneſs you deteſt, 
Behold a maſk on every human face, 
Truth cover fraud, and honour cloak diſgrace 
You feel a ſtern averſion to mankind, 
And only wiſh ſome lone retreat to find. 

Your rage compos'd „ for conſolation fly 
To the ſoft glances of a female eye! 
You paint the form with fancy's richeſt glow, 
The lovelieſt object God has fram'd below; 
The tender ſoul, the ſoul-enſlaving air, | 


Each grace, each dear enchantment of the fair. 


Where ſhall you, her, midſt beauty's daughters, ſpy, - 


To whom the perfect image may apply? 


Lo! ſhe appears. Her more than imag'd charms 


Enflame your breaſt, and fill with ſoft alarms. 
K 


Oh! 


, 
ö 
1 
: 
| | 
/ 
: 4 " 
I U 
11 
v 4 * 
1 
1 
1 
4 


- -+ ing, } 
Oh ! could you but one fav'ring ſmile N 
Not Cæſars pow'r could recompenſe the gain; 
Oh! would tht Wanne own a n fire, 
You'd bleſs heav'n's bounty, and conſent t' expire, 
Conſent t expire; for it is fix'd and ſure, 
Such joy's too great for mortal to endure! 

But ſhe, for whom you ſuch devotion feel, 
Rejects your vows, and bears a heart of ſteel! 
Explore your breaſt, and ſay if racks compare 
With all the forms of torture dwelling there. 

Now the ſlow flame with ſilent fever burns; 
Now into fury diſappointment turns ; 

Now hope diſſolves in tenderneſs again, 

An next, dupa infernal horrors reign. 

No more its active ſprings the ſoul impel, 

The love of glory, and the wiſh t' excel, 
Wealth's proſpects fade, ambition's laurels die, 

| And ſtudy and purſuits neglected lie. 

| Dreſs, preſents, treats, the ſinking treaſure drain, 
While debt involves you in a * chain. 


Once 


[ 105 J 
Once-loy'd companions can delight no more, 
Their irony exulcerates the ſore; 
Black melanchol y ſeeks the awful ſhade, 
The haunted church-yard, the ſequeſter'd glade, 


The pendent rock, round which the torrent roars, 


The gloomy cave, the wave-indented ſhores, 
The evening's duſk, the moon's uncertain light, 
And all the ſtill ſolemnity of night; 
Mean-while, no ſenſe of dignity remains; 
Wit, wiſdom, manlineſs, are led in chains. 
The flattering tongue, the ſycophantic face, 
The timid heart refuſing no diſgrace, 

Th' obſequious ſimper, th' idiotic ſtare, 

And menial, meek officiouſneſs declare; 
Degraded manhood quakes for beauty's tod, 


Hangs on her ſmile, and waits upon her nod. . 
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Nor een does ſleep, the wretched heart's relief, 
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Compoſe the boſom, and ſuſpend its grief; 
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Een there, the tyrant's image haunts the view, 
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Each woe t embitter, and each pang renew; 


Diſtcated 
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Diſtracted fancy hurries to the ſteep, | 
As love's laſt cure, or plunges in the deep. 


"Thus feels the wretch, on India's banks, the pains, 


Th' empoiſon'd draught diffuſes through his veins ; 

The raging fever & ry limb pervades, : 

He planges in the ſtream, or ſeeks the ſhades ; | 

Yet no relief or ſhade or ſtream ſupplies, 

The torture follows whereſoc'er he flies. 
Grant you obtain the ſweeteſt joy, t impart 

A mutual ardourto the cbürted heart * 

And hail the luſtre of th* approaching day, 

When yielding love ſubmits to Hymen's ſway ; 

Secure you wait, each anxious trouble paſt, 

The certain bliſs which fortune cannot blaſt. 
But view Eugenio's image, and declare 

If love with happineſs could ever pair. 

Long did Eugenio for Maria burn ; 

Eugenio's vows Maria long return. 

At laſt, they hop'd to ſee the day come round 


Which fix'd their union , and their wiſhes crown'd. 


= 


Eugenio, for a while, was forc'd away, 

Long was his pain, but ſhort ſhould be his ſtay- 

Vows of unſhaken conſtancy they ſwore, 

Vows ſhe repeated, nor remembered more. 

Lucullus came, and told the am'rous tale, 

A few more hundreds turn'd the wavering ſcale. 

Vows, ſighs, and tears Eugenio - all forgot——. - 

She ſtruck the bargain, and ſhe tied the knot 

Thou fond „ confiding youth! art left to ſhare 

The bittereſt pangs of anguiſh and deſpair ; 

Each dear illufion of th' enamour'd ſoul, 

Each joy, each hope eninguil at che goal, 

Sharpen thy ſorrows, aggravate thy doom, 

And bid thee look for refuge in the tomb 

Thus, when the doubtful battle long has rag d 

Between two hoſtile veſſels cloſe engag'd, 

Fixt victory, at laſt, decides the fight, 

And the ſtruck enſign ons ſuperior might. 

The thund'ring cannons end their wond'rous roar, 
The carnage ceaſes, and the combat's ger; 


Keen 
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Keen ſhouts of triumph echo o'er the deep, 
While mournful filence the ſurrender'd keep, 
The prize ſecur d, the captives fix d in chains, 
Among the victors feſtive pleaſure reigns. f 
Sudden a ſhriek proclaims th alarm of fire 
Wich horror ſtruck they ſee the flames aſpire. 

Next moment views the dire exploſion blend 
Victors and vanquiſh'd in one dreadful end. 
So by affur'd ſucceſs oft love beguiles, 

And meditates deſtruction when he ſmiles, | 

Ah! this no fancied, no unreal caſe; 

Each day's experience uk it in our face; 
And all to whom the female heart is known 5 
Wealth, power, and vanity, its ſorings muſt own, 
Muſt own the diſmal truth; yet, joy to ſee, = 
Eliza ! ſome exceptions claſs'd with thee ! - 

„ Why ſhould you, thus, ſo partially confine 

« Je our ſex the brand that equally marks thine ?” 
Methinks the maid cries, from th' untimely grave, 
From which the perjur'd wretch diſdain'd to ſave. 

Diftrafting 


\ 1 
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Diſtracting voice! which rends the feeling frame, 


And which the archangel's trumpet ſhall proclaim! 


Well! now, ſuppoſe th' impatient lover bleſt, 
And Cupid's troubles ſunk in Hymen's reft, 
Will ne'er the matrimonial fetters gall, 

And raptures cloy, and pleaſing bonds enthral, 
When fancy's ſcenes, and paſſion's lively ſtrife, 
Yield to the dull realities of life? 

For, like a wayward child, when love obtains 
The object of his wiſhes, and his pains, 
Diſguſted he neglects it, or deſtroys, | 
And languiſhes anew for other toys. 

Ma: form'd for action, not for reſt, below, 
Finds every bliſs in expectation blow. 
Toy after toy his fond purſuit awakes, 


And, when he graſps it, lo! the bubble breaks. 


High-tow'ring hopes by their fulfilment fall,” 
Cloy'd we exclaim, Alas! can this be all ?” 
Curſe our paſt folly, and would prove it cur'd, 


By ſpurning that by which we were allur d. 


From 
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From one extreme we to another run; | 

Wen love becomes exceſſive,” hate's begun. 

Oft jealouſy will alſo cloud the day, 

Conſtraining love to hold divided ſway 

The feebleſt fiend e' er Heav'n employ d to ſcourge 
The heart which paſſion's wild exceſſes urge. 

She in one breaſt bids ie engage, 

With warmth, indifference, tenderneſs with rage; 

Now cold „now burning fits uſurp controul, 

And one inceſſant ague rack the ſoul. 

This hour, a miſer, it is ne'er at ret, 

While aught may, by another, be poſleſt ; 

The next a prodigal, it ſquanders all, 

Nor thinks of ſaving for a future call ; 

Purſues the quiet which it can't endure, 

And to ſecure it, makes it inſecure. 

A random word wall glowing ſparks impart 
To fire the fewel Jurking in the heart. 

A glance-fuſpected favour will betray ; J 

A ſmile bring infidelity to-day: 
Thus | 


way 


Thus the diſtracted wretch, all eyes and ears, 
Fears what he wiſhes, wiſhes what he fears, | 
With fire the idol of his ſoul conſumes, 
In queſt of bliſs, himſelf to torture dooms: 
For, bring together all the liſt of ills 
Which angry Heav'n on guilty man diſtils, 
Oppreſſion, loſſes, poverty, diſeaſe, 
And all our own corruption adds to theſe, 
All Turkiſh deſpot's pow'r can realize, 
All torture-{kill'd inquiſitors deviſe, 
All keen a eye can ſee; 
All theſe are 8 jealouſy ! to thee, 

Yet, grant your bliſs as perfect as you will, 
Bright as the noon, or as the evening ſtill, 
The ſtorm will come which ſweeps with equal rage, 
Contentment's cottage, and ambition's ſtage; 


And proves, the Joy that reaches not the ſkies, 


Blooms but to wither, and, in | pringing, dies. 
Or dire diſaſter levels with the ſand 
The fortune rais'd by labour's honeſt hand; 


[ 112 J 
Or pale diſeaſe the ſinking frame annoys, 

And every ſpring of chearfulneſs deſtroys ; 

Or melancholy's clouds deform the day, 

And ſnatch the ſunſhine of the ſoul away; 

Or ſeparation ks; at laſt, the chain 

Which faithful abſcence would preſerve in vain, 
A few ſhort years of ſweeteſt union flown, 

Neglected all that wealth and ſplendor own, - 

| The only pray'r, « Oh! may our portion laſt, 

66 While Heav'n deals out the future as the paſt.” 

Fate's mandate reprobates the fond requeſt, 

A ſtation fd beyond the wat'ry waſte. 

Tis done q affetion's pleaſing dreams are o'er, 

Dropt 1s her cuitain „and her ſcenes no more, 

Le flow ry meadows ! ye ſequeſter'd glades ! 

Meand'ring ſtreams, and ſoul-exalting ſhades ! 

| Where we were 1 to wits the happy day, 

While friendſhip Nil had ſomething new to fa. 

Bleſt ſcenes ! whoſe * * mall quic my view, 

Receive a long, TP a laſt, ao ! 


'( nag } 
The hour arrives: your tongue in ſtupor bound; i, 
Denies the office of a parting ſoun. ts 333 BAAN 
The fatal moment comes you take your way 
But oft return, ſuggeſting ſome delay; 
And when, at laſt, they hoiſt the ſwelling ſails, 
Your ſoul in ſilence 1 the-gales. 
With lingering look, wich undiverted eye, 5 209 
You till retain the ſhore from which poi fly, 5 dtoi 31A 
But when its view {till more and more decays, 
And the wav'd handkerchief eſcapes your gaze, 
You fink in all the lethargy of grief, 
Til foods of guſhing tears afford relief. + . 
But then remorſe, with ſelf-tormenting pow'r, 
Recalls each. angry word, each peeviſh hour, 
Each cold reply to love profuſely ſhewn, | +1! 7 
Repuls'd when ardent, and, till loſt, unknown. 
© Not e'en a juſt farewell declar'd I mourn'd 
«© The loſs of friendſhip which I ae return d. 
« Shift, ſhift, ye breezes! drive me back to _ 


« To the deat objects of my ſoul reſtore; 
1 Then 
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«« Then ſhall I pour the overflowing tide, 

& And tell the feelings which as now my pride.” 
Ah me! now landed on a foreign ſtrand, 

New manners leall you, and new laws command. 

Thoſe darling objects which the fancy charm'd, 

And oft the youthful muſe to rapture warm'd, - \ 

Opposd by others of contraſting hue, 

Are robb'd of all the honour once their due, 

Na e e bed nsr 6 

Muſt, or by ridicule, or cenſure; fall. 

Yer, for a length of years, th' impreſſion laſts, _ 


Invades each pleaſure, and each comfort blaſts ;' 
Nay, ſcenes of joy, that image former bliſs, -- 


Oft plunge the penfive ſoul in deep diſtreſs, 
Recall the friends who ſuch no more partake, | 


4: 
5 
* 


* 


And every tender recollection wake. bell 
When all around indulge the jovial id, 


When glee and laughter burſt on every ſide, 
The tender guth ſhall ſtart into the eye, 
And ſhame in vain repreſz the riſing ſigh ; 


E'en 
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E'en when time's pow'r to fate's decree inures, 
He gives as great an evil as he cures, | 
His hand wears ſome impreſſions every day; 
Another and another fades away; 
Till blank indifference in the boſom reign, 
Alike untouch'd by pleaſure and by pain. 
So when with fierce diſeaſe the frame is torn, 
Too decp for cure, too dreadful to be born, 
The opiate for awhile the trial ends; 
But, all ſenſation wich the ſmart ſuſpends. 
| Yet, one attachment—that to native clime, 
The generous bolom yields not een to time; 
With unabating conſtancy it glows, 


With abſence ſtrengthens, and with diſtance grows, 


While hope, the faithful partner of the ſoul, 
Still puſhing forward to the diſtant goal, 
Bears up dejection, ſooths fatigue and pain, 


And helps to drag through years the length ning chain, 


While ſhe diffuſes round a cheering ray 
That ſeems to brighten to a coming day, 
I a 


„ 
And gradually diſcloſe th expected ſhore 
On which we abſents claſp, and part with them no more. 
No more to part! deluded child of woe, 
Death fays, extends hin ums, imd flaikes the blow, 
And cuts the tie that held the ſoul fo long, 
Sooth'd a misfortune, and redreſs'd each wrong. 
Eden hope herſelf now from the boſom flies, 
Left to blank ſadneſs, and inceſſant ſighs. 
But what avails een ages to deplore ; 
Can groans, can ſighs, th extinguiſh'd breath reſtore ? 
Dry, then, thy haves, and, yielding ts deſpair, 
Confeſs no earthly obje& worth thy care, 
And wait, with callous patience, for the day 
That knocks thy fetters, and unbars thy way! 
And, oh! what pangs the parent's ſoul awair, - 
Sprung from corruption , or decreed by fate. 
For ye who boaſt parental joys are pure; 
In nature founded, and, like her, endure. 
Tell me, have you forgot th' unnumber'd cares, 
Th' unceaſing terrors which the parecit ſhares, 
bak The 


Wo 
The anxious day, the unrepoſing night, 
And, with affection, reaſon's conſtant fight, 
When that petitions what this muſt deny, 
And duty's ſtill attended with a figh? _ 
And have you, too, forgot diſcaſe's band 5 
Which round the helpleſs infant's cradle ftand | 
To nip the bud of life before it blow, 
And change joy's radiance into clouds of woe ? 
And have you, too, forgot thi inſidious foes 


Which heedleſs childhood, and warm youth incloſe, 


When keen deſire impels, illuſion plays, 

Hope leads along, and perfidy betrays, 

And virtue's guiſe the fiends of vice employ, | \ 

While anguiſh Jurks beneath the flow'rs of joy .,v- 
When to his weſtern goal the ſun declines, =. +; 

And o'er the plains with temper'd luſtre ſhines En TL?» 

Cool, placid even 1nyites the happy pair | 

T' enjoy the walk 3 ka a e air, 

Along the rill, ſweet tinkling as it flows, 

While on its verdant banks the herds repoſe, * 

I 3 5 


[ 118 J 

And oſiers, yellow od uh ie king gleam, 

O'erhang, and give their image to the ſtream, 

They take their way, but, lo! on t'other ſide 

An awful precipice o'erbends the tide, 

Upon whoſe pinnacle they ſpy the boy, ' ava 
Their ſole olicitade; their mutual joy: 

Pale grows the mother's cheek, her ſenſes —_ 

A ſudden tremor ſeizes every limb. 

She finks ; hier partner no relief ſupplies, 

While every effort ſtiipefadtion tis, 
And horror's blackeſt fortns before him roll, 

And worle than pangs of death o'erwhelm his ſoul ! 

And if thy child, dear object of thy care, 

Thy daily vigilance; thy ey'ning pray'r, 

Whoſe dawning merits ſpeak a future day 

Which ſhall thy wiſhes crown, thy Hbours pay, 


While the kind heart, illum'd by genius Luiz | 
Preſages deathleſs honour to thy name; ; 
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Yet unexperienc d in the hidden ſnares 
Which fraud for unſuſpecting truth prepares, 


jp = 
Firſt led by ſweet ſociety aſtray,ů 
Enters, ſtill trembling, on the mazy way, = 
Starts when he ſees th alluring demon ſhade; 2:17 !1.e 
But learns by habit to grow leſs aftuidſ ß 
Finds ſhame betray her poſts, and buſely yield. 


As vice's cover, virtue's ſtrongeſt ſhield, 9 1 


| Sees black deformity become a grace, 7 1 & ne {if 
And hugs the fiend, at laſt, in his embrace;; |:2 1 
Till in her giddy labyrinth involoè d,. 

Each duty trampled, and each tie diſſplo d, 

He breaks the awful ſanctions of the land, | 
And juſtice hold hihi wich relemleſs.-hand. ; - -::! 
While neither penitence nor favour-ſave, 


Thy gray hairs fink with forrow to the grave! 


Or if he virtue's glorious path purſues 


(The faireſt proſpect that a parent views) 
Adorn'd with all the graces of the mind, 
With blooming talents, and a boſom kind, 
With all that conſtitutes applauſe's theme, 
Attracts affection, and commands efteem, 
| 1 4 With 


8 1 

With all that forms, contemplating the bo, 
A father's glory; and a mother's ohn“ 
But when each eye expects the kindling zap! 112017 2+1510 
Will reach the ſplendor of meridian dar, 
Diſeaſe's growing clouds invade the light. 

Till death involve it in eternal nighglt. 
Ah! can a parent's boſom unden 
Such cruel pangs, ſuch complicated woe? i en bak 
Fled each delight, each ſolace of his agg il; 
What ſhall the anguiſh of his ſoul aſſuage? 4 > 95. 

Palſey'd with grief, he eyes the lifeleſs clay, 

So late his pride, and now the reptile's pre. 
He tries his inward ſorrow to repreis, iin Std \ 
Leſt he ſhould ſwell the torrent of diſtreſ - 
In vain, oh! wretched parent! you conceal / [41430 

The ſtruggling woe cheſe ghaſtly looks reveal. 

A mother pours the plaints of wild deſpair, 

And ſiſters beat their breaſts, and tear their hair. 
The tender maid, who view d him as her n, 
nn 


Retires to vent, in ſolitude, her maan! 


u rf | 4 I. Thoſe 
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Thoſe walls where gay content ſo late was fond, 
Are hung with horror, and with ſhrieks reſounxdd 
Ah me! the thougfit bids all my ſorrows riſe, 
And brings the guſh again into my eyes. 
All J have loſt, and ever muſt deplore, 
Till death ſhall what he ſnatch'd away reſtore, 


Invades my ſoul, and opens every vein, 


And gives che ebbing tide to flow again. 

See the dear image to my view appears, 
Preſents his form, and points to happier years ; 
His form, where all that virtue calls her own, 
With the mild luſtre of the morning ſhone ;” 
To years where all affection can beſtow, 

Shed o'er each object its delightful glow, 
Illum'd the darkneſs of the mournful hour, 
And gave to pleaſure more. than half her pow'r. 
All theſe I loſt when that diſtracting day 

Tore from my ſoul her better half away, 

And fix'd the ſubject of my plaintive ſtrains, 


The beſt of brothers, long as life remains. 
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Addreſs to the miſerable who hug themſelves on the 
view of the ſcenes already exhibited Vet happineſs 
cannot belong to them—Nothing good or excellent in 
human life withour ſome mixture of pain and labour 
— Theſe conditions, therefore , are alſo annexed to 
the joys of ſenſibility — Allegorical deſcription of 
apathy—The Author of our frame hath given us paſ- 
ſions, as well as reaſon to moderate them — Without 
them, no virtue in our preſent ſtate—This exempli- 
fied — They are likewiſe the ſource of genius in its 
different walks—After all, no refuge in apathy againſt 
the commuted calamines of life — Theſe the inſenſible 
muſt feel as well as others without the conſolations 
which others enjoy — The character of Calloſo— An 


examination of its depravity and unhappineſs. 


AN ESSAY ON SENSIBILITY.” 


VIE callous ſouls! now boaſt a conquering cauſe, 
And claim, at reaſon's bar, the juſt applauſe, 
While varied anguiſh tears the tender breaſt, | 
Or rous'd to anger, or with grief oppreſt, 

As mis'ry's forms its ſympathy engages 

Or vice and folly mark a downward age; 

You, midſt the ſhifting colours life aſſumes, 

As ſorrow blackens, or as joy illumes, 

Calm and unruffled wear your thread away 

As undecided as th autumnal day, 

When neither Phœbus pours the ray ſerene, 

Nor ſtorms involve, in pitchy clouds, the ſcene. 
Still as che pond which overſhading trees 

Guard dem the influence of the fanning breeze, 
Still as the pond no freſh'ning ſtreams renew, 
Bur juſt as ſtagnant, black, and muddy too. 


* 
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Poſſeſs your eaſe; but joy was never theirs 


Whoſe ſouls ne'er mount above the ſolid cares 

Of ſelfiſh thought but grovel in the duſt ' 
Of abject int'reſt, or of brutal luſt. 

For the ſupreme decree ſhall ever ſtand, 

That pain and pleaſure ſhould go hand in hand? 
That, juſtiy balnhe d With corvordatic Rite, 31117 
They might maintain the active We of life; 

For all enjoyment's valued. by 1 its coſt, © Li 

And obſtacles alone give tight to boaſt. 

From ſickneſs, health; from chains, we freedom pris ; 
Concord from tumult, candour from mT E: 

The lovely radiance of returning light 

Springs from the darkneſs of damp-ſhedding 1 | 
The lovely roſe, fair rival of the morn, | 
 Unfolds its 6d'rous beauries from the tho. 
The golden ore, deep ſunk beneath the foil, 855 
Is only gathered by relentleſs toll. | 

Shall he who ſeeks to tame the fiery ſteed, 
_— the courſe, and bear the palm of foeed, © 
. Hard 
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Hard abſtinence and diſcipline endure, 
And, but by ſuffering, make his conquelt ſure ? 
Shall he who aims to pile the golden heap, 
Paſs, undiſmay'd, the danger-teeming deep, 


Bear each extremity of clime; now glow 

In Indian ſuns, now freeze in Zemblian ſnow ; 
And ſhall the joys that raiſe us to the ſky 

Be deem'd unworthy of a pang or ſigh ? 


Upon that clime where froſt's eternal chain, 
Holds th' iron earth, and adamantine main, 


And waſte and winter ceaſeleſs vigils keep, 


— 
il 


While nature's pow'r is lock'd in endleſs ſleep; 
A rocky hill its gliſtening ſummut rears, 
Incruſted with the ſnows of thouſand years; 
Here, on the midway ſteep, a cavern yawns, 
Upon whole glaom no morning ever dawns, | 
Whoſe, winding ſides the howling blaſts aſſault, 
While iſicles depend from all the vault. 
This ſeat has heav'n to apathy aflign'd ; 
The ſluggiſh nionſter, on the rock reclin'd, 
iT | K | : Scarce 


" 
1 
1 
U 

1 

133 

3 

o 

- 

4 

"4 \Y 
41 

1 

q 73 

t 1 15 

* * 

+; 9 7 

* '% > » 
5 

1 
1 $ l 
4 2 _ 
= 
* 
a | 

1 I 

4 4 \ 
i $1 

* £2 

** WM 'S 

' WW (] 

f: 1 

bi . 

1 4 
1 

» 

'4 

14 23 - 

4 
'T x 

p : % 
4 & 4 

: , 

„ 

4 © 
0 
{? ; 
WE 3 
Ei 2 
"# £ ö 
s \ 
b [I &9 
1 
9 , 0 
. 
a8 

. 
bi : 

» 

620 
Os if 

4 l 
FL. % 
25.8 
*4 11 
3 
> \ 
. 

La 
4 o 
: : 

q o 

1 \ 
. 

41% -H 

4 8 

3 

; 4 * 

3. * 4 
bh. 

[4 \ 

- - 

: N 

1 

i * 

1 

Y 
1 

5 J 

/ ; 

. * 

9 1 

: 

- FRM 
44 

1 * 

l 4 

1 8 

© : 

l ? 

* 

11 

1 

. : 

F 
*. 
7 
WS - 

7 . b 
9 
7 

TR 
. N 
13 
x 
9 
bv 
I 337 

: 2 
Z : 

- 

t 1 0 
«A 

: *. 

z - KIM 
l 1 


tO oe OE PIE CR I Is en Eu nr on regs 
—— — 


| ( 30 J 

Scarce knows to re Along her rigid veins 
Life's current a laborious paſſage gains. 
Senſation ſtruggles through her nerves to riſe, | | 
And, at the head arriving, gaſps and dies. 
No ſpark of paſſion can her breaſt conceive, | 
With rage to kindle, -or with grief to have. 
In torpor fix'd, her eyes forget to Toll; n ed Do 
And mark the petrefaction of her ſoul. 
Her motive faculty alone revives, - 
When within Cancer's bound the ſun arrives, 
Draws from the ſnowy heap the trickling rill, 
And ſlowly Abtes the iſicle diſtil; 
Then, as if thaw'd, ſhe takes her tardy way, 
JT extend o'er human hearts her torpid wax. 
Thoſe ſluggiſh boſoms, in which never riſfſe 
The precious ſeeds that nature's hand ſupplies; - © 
The ſeeds, from which each ſoft affection grows. 
Each generous paſſion, each reſult of thoſe; we r 
The tender bands which clinging round the ſoul,  - ' + 

Hold it in ſtrong, though lenient; controulz {© | 


I 
The elorious ardour which the heart inſ pires, 
When public good impels, and honour fires; 
Theſe callous ſouls ſhe ſeizes as her own, 
And, like Meduſa's head, transforms to ſtone. 


When the Creater mix'd with earthly clay, 


Th' Zthereal ſpirits from the realms of day, 
And ſhew'd his power miraculous to ſuit 
The ſoaring angel with the grovelling brute, | | 0 


He kindled paſſions to impel the clod, 

Which elle had fetter d to the earth the God. 

But, leſt their rapid whurl ſhould bear away 

'Th' ungovern'd mind, eftabliſh'd reaſon's ſway ; 
And tempering, with {kill divine, the whole, 


Gave (| pirit matter, and gave matter ſoul. 
As from affections all our vices flow, 
So from them, every virtue here below. 
They give the ſpring, they conſtitute the good 
Or ill to be avoided or purſued, '2 


' 22 Happineſs confiſts in the due gratification of our natural defires 
—miſery in the want of it, and in the ſuffering of bodily pain. 
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And all that Heav'n by reaſon's power intends, 
ls to direct them to their proper ends. 
Theſe ends ſhe firſt 3 then adjuſts 
Their motions, and reſtrains their lawleſs guſts. 
If, rul'd by her, they breathe an equal gale, 
On life's expanſe with 02 courſe we ſail; 
But if, with ſudden, ruſhing ſqualls, they ſweep, 
Th' unbalanc'd bark is buried in the deep. 

Say, what is temp'rance ? but the pow'r to fight 
And ſubjugate inſuagent appetite. : 
What juſtice ? but the faculty to rein 
Ambition, PREG anger, love of gain. 
What prudence ? but the happy care to look 
Ere blind expectance take the baited hook. 


| What courage? but a parley held with fear, 


Till evil it repel, or learn to bear. 

What piety ? bur gratitude and love 

Exalted to Perfection's Source above. 

What patriotiſm ? but ſelfiſhneſs ſubdu'd, 

And turn d to wiſh and work a country's good. 


What 


CL. 
What every virtue? but the power that bends 
The nobleſt paſſions to the nobleſt ends : 


That keen, that conſtant ſenſe of right and wrong, 
Which guards the ſoul temptation's ſnares among, 


| Keeps firm attach'd to duty's lovely form, 
And bids defiance to each threat'ning ſtorm, 
As from the paſſions every virtue ſprings, 
So genius, from the paſſions, imps his wings, 
They prompt his fancy, his deſigns excite, 
Enflame his efforts, and exalt his flight. 

Hence, when the poet's finely-temper'd ſoul 
Pervades, with rapid glance, this mighty whole ; 
Heav'n, earth „ and ſea are travers'd by his eyes, 

And wide creation open to him lies; 
Keen ſenſibility his boſom warms, 
While nature ſtrikes him with ten thouſand charms, | 
Raviſh'd he culls amidſt th' unnumber'd throng, | 
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And gives the lovely image to his ſong. 


Or when he bids the tear of pity flow, 
And melts the ſoul to tenderneſs of woe; 
| K ; 


09s] 
The ſoft emotion firſt ſubdues his heart, 
He feels what he to others would impart. 
Or when he tunes to higher ſtrains his ſong, 
To yield to worth the praiſes that belong ; 
To merit's moſt exalted height he ſprings, 
And is himſelf the hero whom he ſings. 
Wreſt from ſweet poeſy the fruitful field 
Which the wide bound of human paſſions yield, 
How ſinks her influence, how her beauty fades, 
How dies the laurel which her temples ſhades ! 
When, too, the ſage, with curious eye, explores 
Nature's receſſes, and unlocks her ſtores, 
By reaſon's taper marks each gender trace, 
And joys t arrive, at laſt, at truth's embrace, 
Would ne'er the rugged road. of ſcience tire, 
If ardent thirſt of knowledge aid-not fire, 
If lively fancy did not feed the ray | 
: That guides his footſteps through th' uncertain way ? 
Or when the orator conmandaithe throng, 
Or ſees grave ſenates hang upon his tongue, 
: = | Powerful 
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Powerful the waves of public ſtrife to ſtill, | 
To bend rule-hating tumult to his will, 
Diſcordant hearts in union's chain to bind, 
And give a multitude one mighty mind ; 


What this enchantment ? but the pow'r to feel, ' 
And youſe the paſiion-of.« oullitumat-:--- 

What to th' hiſtorian's page gives ſuch delight i 
But human paſſions in perpetual fight, | ll. 
In varying ſhapes advancing on the ſtage, 
And ſhedding their completion o'er the age, 
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And to his faithful monument commits ? | 

No more the breathing flute or dg lyre 
— A wana: .;.. . 
No more the marble ſpeak, or canvas glow, © _ - 
Or various art dif} play her mimic ſhow, 
Or youth or beauty all thoſe charms unfold 
Which give to human life its ſofteſt mould; 


From nature's viſage every grace retires, | 
If, ſenſibility ! thy pow'r expires.” | iff 


K 4 
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As the foul's Kette, reaſon, then muft N 990! 
So paſſions mult atend her and obey ; 7 basd o. 
| And if they fall 'oppreſs'd around her throne, 
She reigns — but, without ſubjects, reigns alone 
Her torpid rule no enterprize renowns, 
No culture graces, and no glory crowns. 
In ſad, though undiſputed, empire placd, 1 AVE 
She holds dominion o'er the dreary waſte, Fed I 
Where, as no noxious weed br pow'r to ſhoot, 
So the poor ſoil denies each flow'r and fruit. 

Ceaſe, thin; ye ſtoics! foes of taſte and Joy, - Hoi 
God's perfect work correcting, to deſtroy; 
Ceaſe every ſeed of evil to ſuppreſs 
| Along with genius, virtue, happineſs. Wich 
Vet can't your boaſted apathy enſure 
Againſt misfortune, or ſupply its cure. 
Say, will ſhe drive the fever from your veins, 
Or ſooth the gout's or gravel's cruel pain? 
Say, will ſhe ſnatch from poverty her roll. 
Produce the ſtores of riches by her nod; 
4 ＋ N 25 Throw 


L 97 ] 
Throw o'er your ſhivering limbs the genial ply, 
Or ſtill voracioundumnjdit piercing cry? 
Will death be frighten'd at her gorgon ſhield, 
His weapon drop, and deſtin'd victim yield? 
Equal with others you theſe ills await, 
Andiwhen they ſeize; how diſmal is your fate! 
No kind affiſtance'proffers you relief, | | 
No dear connection mitigates your grief, 
No look of pity pours its ſoothing balm, 
No wotds'of comfort your convulfions cam, 
No fond attention {mooths the bed of death, 
And ſtills the ſtruggles of the parting breath; 
But all is ſullen gloom and felfiſh care, 
And horrid ſolitude, and black deſpair. 
You mourn unpitied, you petition ſcorn d, 
Unaided ſtruggle, and expire unmourn d. 
If my ſong's maxims ſtill you doubtful call, 
Calloſo's caſe will verify them all. 
Behold the creature whoſe contracted ſoul 


| Owns, through each fibre, apathy's controul, 
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Hard as the rocks Norwegian billows brave, 
And cold and quiet as the mould'ring grave. 
No fogs incumbent make his ſpirits fa 
No chearful ſunſhine bids them mount the ſcale. 
Alike eſtrang'd from folie and from ſpleen, 
He holds his way unbaffled by chagrin. 
He knows as ſudden, no eccentric will, 
Exact as is the aſs that turns the mill. 1 
When twice four ſtrokes upon the bell reſound a 
His foot, from bed deſcending, meets the ground, 
And each ſucceeding hour as fate unchang d, 
Meals, bund dreſs, and recreation's rang'd. 
Through all his houſe th* exacteſt order reigns; . 
One nail bis hat, one hook lis cane. m 17-11; 
If on the carpet he an atom ſpy, - . 
Tis there no b than it meets his eye; 

He ſnuffs his taper equally by rule, 

As he puts on his wig or goss to ſtool. lis 

Frugal, he never yet his income ſpent, 

And finds each year his capital augment. 

3 | Juſt 
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Juſt, he ne'er fails his contract to fulfil, 
And duly pays each tradeſman's lawful bill. 
Chaſte, he ne'er nouriſh'd love's unhallow'd fire, 
Or felt the ſtings of petulant defire. 
Faithful, he reimburſes what is lent ; 
And, prudent, lends not but for five per cent. 
But if the ſhivering poor implore for bread, 0 
He kindly wiſhes they were cloath'd and fed. 
If he ſhould loſe his brother or his ſon, 
« J Heav'n's wiſe will, and let its will be done.” 
If by the ſword: his country's armies fal, 
He ſips his coffee and forgets it all 

Thus cas'd in ſteel impregnable, he goes 
Along life's path, nor heeds affliction's blows, 
Which as the hail on rattling roofs reſounds, 


Recoil offenceleſs, and impreſs no wounds. 


Neither the ſhaft that wings by night its way, 
Nor plague emitted from the ſcorching ray, 
Nor war, nor death, nor elemental ſtrife, 

If he is ſafe, can diſcompoſe his liſe. 


Le 9 
But, is he bleſt? and would you wiſh to be, 
Though Heav'n ſhould grant it, ſuch a thing as he? 


| Into whoſe vapid , torpor-breathing cup, 
Neꝰ er pleaſure's hand infus'd one ſparkling drop; s 
While ſhe avoids his preſence with affright, 
Leſt all her limbs ſhould ſtiffen at the fight, 
Did er the tender tale the nurſe relates, 
Of virtue ſtruggling with oppoſing fats, 
Oppreſſion's rod, fraud's complicated wiles, 
And love's caprice, and treaſon's deathful ſmiles; IY 
Did ſuch ver hold his ſoul in ſweet ſuſpenſe, | | 
And charm with ſympathy's exalting ſenſe? - 
Did &er, when Phoebus ſheds a kindlier ray, 
While infant nature hails his vernal ſway, . | 
New lite pervades the air, the earth, the wave, 
And vegetation ſprings from winter's gave, 
Love and formation all their tribes employ, - _ 
Each object beauty, each ſenſation joy; _— Zalg 
Did eer his heart the heav'nly influence kno-. 
Expand with nature, and vich nature glow? ... 


Did 
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Did e'er, Euphroſyne; thy bright'ning pow'r 
Dart through his boſom in the ſocial hour, 
When Comus, Jeſt, and Bacchus, in thy train, 
Provoke the laugh, or raiſe the jocund ſtrain, 
When &en her maſk diſſimulation tears, 
Repoſing jealouſy diſcards her fears, 

Her arts ambition, enmity her broils, 
Unbending induſtry her cares and toils ; 
When candid truth, and faith, untainted pair, 
And the heart dictates what the lips declare, 
When ruſhing forward ſoul embraces ſoul, - 
And bleſſes concord filling up the bowl ? 

No C if he laughs, or helps about the joke, 
He only bears his ſhare of duty's yoke; 

Since he is merry for the ſelf-ſame cauſe 
For which he goes to church, or keeps the laws. 
Did os he, flying o'er the parting ſpace, 
Ruſh to a friend's long unenjoy'd embrace, 
E'er feel, with th' overflowing tide oppreſt, 
Joy's rapid waves ſucceeding in his breaſt, 
1 | While 
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While tears alone can force th' obſtructed way, ! 
And ſilence tells how much we have to ſay. 
900 * a friend's ſucceſs enſur' d at laſt, 
Defended Same, or bes“ning peril pat, 
A quicker current to his veins ſupply, 
Glow in his check, or ſparkle in his eye? 
Did cer deſtruction hanging Ger the land, 
But yet averted by the hero's hand, 
Which quaſh'd the foe, and made the world proclaim 


His own and country's everlaſting fame, 


Exalt his ſoul to raptures unexpreſt, 


— — — — EN SING 
_ — T os — n 
A — — HI OL tte ” —— 
- —— — NN 
— — ——— 
—— — 


A nation's triumphs center'd in his breaſt? 


Did e'er the kind intent, or generous deed, 


His mind with bliſsful recollection feed, | 
| | Diſpel the penſive hour's incumbent gloom, 

| | And ſhed a ray ſerene upon the tomb? 
| Did &er he, mounting on devotion's wing, 
| Leave earth behind, and reach perfection's ſpring, 
Refreſh his ſoul with ſtreams that ever Wine | 
With all the radiance of the throne divine. 


And 


1 
And joy in admiration's nobleſt height, 
And gratitude o'erflowing with delight, 623 box; bad 
And reſignation's undiſturb'd repoſe, 
And all the raptures heav'nly love beſtows? . 
No; theſe delights, anticipating heav'n, WW! 
Were, to thy ſoul, Calloſo! never giv'n. LE + 1 ö 


And when diſeaſe invades thy tottering frame, 1 
Conſumption's languor, or the fever's flame, i | 
No faithful friends, by ſoft attachment led, ; | I | 
With care obſequious ſhall attend thy bed, 0 

Preſent the cordial, ſooth the painful hour, 1 
Aid, with affection's, phyſic's failing pow'r, (| | | 
Suſpend the bib which Cuts is ſpink's firings, 1 
And mitigate the terrors which it brings. 40. FA 

When nature's univerſal debt Is paid, Ws A 


No tender plaint ſhall ſooth thy ſullen ſhade, 
No ſuccour'd poor attend thy funeral way, 

To bleſs thy natal, weep thy dying day. 

Thy praiſe, thy virtues, to the world unknown, 
Shall but diſ grace the proſtituted ſtone, 
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Which might hae! wia bs fend of nnen kind, 
And prov'd the tranſcript of each grateful mind. 
Thus thou in ſplendid infamy ſhall rot 
Deſpis'd when living, and when dead forgot! 
To make the blind forget the loſs of da,, 
The lame chat he requires the crutches ſtay; 
The widow load her carol with his fame 
The ſav'd from death for ever bleſs his name; 7 


To feed the hungry, clothe: the ſhivering poor, 

To ope the houſeleſs a protecting door, | 

To ſnatch the feeble from th' oppreſlor's jaw, 

To force th' injurious to ſubmit to law, 

To pour the light of knowledge on the ſoul . 

Direct its courſe, and ſpur to virtue's goal, 111 Lit 

To ſpread the reign of happineſs on cart, // 
And bear each feature of cœleſtial bir; 


415 1 # 


Thele joys, no flaſhy raptures of adage; bao ol 


Which fortune neither gives nor takes away, 
Uſe cannot flatten, nor remorſe o erte, 
Nor cen the griſly monarch's terrors ſhake; 
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And theſe, O man of ſympathy ! are 
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CAUSES any REMEDIES 
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| Tus ARGUMENT. 


With reſpe& to ſenſibility, men apt, as in moſt other 


things, to run into extremes This ought to be guardl- 


ed againſt Examples of vice reſulting from the exceſs 
of virtue — Senfibility, under the guidance of reaſon, 
- - will never lead to unhappineſs = Our own tempers 


ought, therefore, to be examined, our ruling paſſion - 


diſcovered, and reſtrained within proper bounds— 
Tue tempers of others alſo to be ſtudied— Diſguſts 
often contracted from groundleſs cauſes — Haſty and 
ilELEjudged affection che ſource of much folly and un- 
eaſineſs Hence, great diſcernment neceſſary in judg- 
ing of others — Our own foibles to be kept conſtantly 
in view Theſe cautions peculiarly neceſſary for thoſe 
who are moſt prone to friendſhip and love—The true 
nature of theſe affections unfolded — Much miſery re- 


- ſults from taking their appearances for reality—Thoſe 
| who marry from views of intereſt, have no title to 


complain of the pains of ſenſibility — Our complaints, 


in this reſpect, greatly owing to our not attending to 


: | L 3 the 


| 1 $90 ] 
the unavoidable condition of man in his preſent ſtate 
— This mixed ſcene neceſſary to prove both virtue and 
vice—Thoſe, who complain moſt of the triumphs of 
the wicked, would not prefer their condition to their 


own — Their lot, therefore, no object of envy — Na- 


tural evil unavoidable in ſuch a conſtitution as ours — 
After all, virtue and vice {till have, in ſome meaſure, 


their deſerts Men's judgements often partial in aſ- 


ſigning theſe characters The moſt profligate often 
uſed as inſtruments to ſcourge a wicked age; and, 


frequently, cut off, at laſt, after they have ſerved 
this purpoſe — We ought alſo to indulge the contem- 
plation of the virtuous characters which experience 


preſents to our view — The characters of Ariſtus— of 
Philanthropus of Howerd=Virmue placed near, and 
upon, the throne—We cannot Avas enjoy the 1a. 
ſhip of God, if we deſerve it, and be united, in mind, 
with all the good {carterad/ over lis woikd-<dThe 


view of a. future fate remedies every inequality — 


Coricluſion, 1 7 ö £ | * 
; | 
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AN ESSAY ON SENSIBILITY. 
Drsixk not, then, from apathy relief; 
For there's a luxury in tender grief, 
Which, in itſelf, its conſolation finds, 
And ſooths, while it deprefles, generous minds. 
Beware to do as fools have ever done, 
From one extreme who to another run. 
No; let thy ſoul, thrown down the ſullen fence, 
With freedom open to each finer ſenſe, 
With kindneſs glow, with fair ambition burn, 
With pity melt, with indignation ſpurn. 
But let each paſſion, to its bounds confin'd, 
Preſerve the equal balance of thy mind, 
Preſerve its balance, its repoſe enſure, 
Give its joys reliſh, and its ſorrows cure; 
For nature's tendencies have one reſort, 


And ſteer one courſe, and happineſs the port. 


L 4 But, 
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But we, abandoning her juſt deſign, 
Stretch ſome one's run beyond th' appointed line, 
Then boldly varniſh with a ſpecious name | 
TY illicit ardour and the ſelfiſh aum ; 
And, when beneath chaſtiſement's {ſcourge we groan, 
Blame nature for the fault which is our own. | 

For each, in ſelf-love's ſphere concenter'd {till, 
Deems others round lieh muſt their courſe fulfil, 
Blame as he blames, admire as he admires, 
And own each paſſion which his boſom fires. 

W hen, from this orbit, any turn aſide, 

He feels the ſhock through all the nerves of pride, 
Cries, wild confuſion's through the ſyſtem hurl'd, 
And chaos haſtes to Jecompoutid the world. 
While baffled vanity is doom'd to pine, 


Oh, ſenſibility ! what pangs are thine! |, 
Preſumptuous mortals deem they're all thy own, 
Becauſe they feel — though for themſelves alone 
When vice, at firſt, the human breaſt aſſail'd, 
She found that force would never have prevail'd, 


But, 
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But, ſtill reſolv d on virtue's overthrow, 


She held a parley with her powerful foe, 
Amus'd, by artful ſtratagems, her ſight, 
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And ſnatch'd her robe reſplendent as the light. [ 
With this inveſted, now, ſhe takes her way, * 
Subdues the willing nations to her ſway, ; l 
Fixes eſtabliſh'd empire o'er the heart, , A 
And, what by pow'r ſhe could not, gets by art. i | 

Thus, ſuperſtition, or enthuſiaſt rage, þ 

Or vile hypocriſy, in every age, ii 


Have ſtept abroad in fair religion's guiſe, 
Religion, lovelieſt daughter of the ſkies, 
A captive ſlave, by proſtitution baſe, 

Has ſerv'd the monarch of th' infernal race. 
The miſer makes economy his blind; 

The prodigal pretends a generous mind ; 
The timid's prudent, the revengeful juſt, 
And humble is the man that licks the duſt. 
Thus ſenſibility his breaſt obtains, 


Who knows no balance, and no paſſion reins. 
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The falſe opinion ſelf-love has begot, 
Is to maturity by reading brought. + 
For while we're hinted by the rapid gale N 
Of Eloiſa's, or of Werter's tale, 


Who would not feel the ſentimental bs * 
bat is — indulge the paſſion of an hour. 
If that be love — ſeduce thy neighbour's wife — 
If honour — konoumbly take his life — 
If fame—demoliſh Ae build thy own — 
If proud ambition — ſeek, through blood, a throne. 
Een when this paſſion in its ſpring is fair, 
To know and keep its bounds demands our care, 
For every virtue, when indulg'd too much, 
18 a vice, and ſhould be check'd as ſuch. 
Thus when juſt indignation's ardours riſe, 
Boil in the veins, and lighten in the eyes, 
Upon the rapid guſt of anger borne, 
We puſh to low revenge the generous ſcorn, 
Exaggerate the crime, oppreſs the foe, 
And act the baſeneſs againſt which we glow. 
; Thus 
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Thus ruſhing headlong where compaſſion cries, 
We grant fo anguiſh merit's brilliant prize, 
Free vice, perhaps, from juſt correction's hand, 


Or waft o'er virtue to temptation's ſtrand ; 


The body ſuccour'd, but deſtroy'd the mind, ] q 
We prove injurious when we could be kind. al | 
One deep in debt grows indigence's truſt, | i . 
And is moſt generous before he's juſt. [ f 
Another thinks one kindneſs not too high, j 
Though with a hundred injuries he buy. : | ; 
This, for a friend, ſubverts the public weal, | [ 
That, flaming with fierce, patriotic zeal, | i 
Neglects a father's, friend's, or brother's ties, 1 
Paſſes the duty juſt before his eyes, | 8 
And giving ſcope to his capacious ſoul, | 1 
O'erlooks the parts, while he ſurveys the whole. 
Thus e' en from virtue men may vicious be, | [ 
And, ſenſibility, all ſprings from thee; J 


No, not from thee, but from our want of ſenſe, 
Which ſes thee out, and gives thee no defence, 41 
Whence, 1 


ig 

Whence, yielding to the firſt aſſaulting for, 
| Thou'rt fix'd in . and confign'd to woe, Y 
But if thy feet informing reaſon guide, 

And ſage n ne er forſake thy ſide, 
The tender heart which thy dominion ſways, 
Will walk in pleaſure's as in virtue's ways. 
Know, then, thyſelf, O youth thy temper know, 
Explore thy objects, and detect the ſhow 
Thy maſter- paſſion oft aſſumes to hide 
Its little workings, and indulge thy pride, 
And, having deeply prob d the ſelfiſh fore, 

Complain of ſenſibility no more. | 

Nor do our tempers only aſk our care, 
Thoſe, too, of others muſt attention ſhare. 
Theſe known, vill ſave the boſom many a chroe, 
Produc'd by groundleſs indignation's glow ; 
And many a flaſh. of viſionary Ms... -...- 
Struck from thoſe qualities which 1 muſt cloy, | 
When we, noma from th' ——_— . find 
They're but the 8 of an empty wind. | 
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How oft the word chat ſtruek us to the heart, 
As envy's poniard, or as ſatire's dart, 
Was but a ſhaft, which, free and debonair, 
Mirth ſhot at random through the vagrant air; 
Or, if *twas level'd, only was in ſport, 
Deſign'd to ſtartle us, but not to hurt. 
Yet from ſuch fancied wounds the boſom bleeds, 


Broods o'er its wrongs, and groundleſs anguiſh feeds, 


Till ſettled rancour intercourſe confound, 

Point vary look, and ſharpen every ſound. 
How oft an air, a tone, a glance, offend, 

And give a prejudice no time ſhall end ! 

How oft we crample whom we ought to raiſe, 

Or mark with cenſure that which merits praiſe ! 

As our averſion, our affection too, 

Is oft exceſſive, fickle, and undue. 

Sudden it ſprings, and, like Nilean flies, 

Is born i' th* morn, and in the ev'ning dies 

Corrupted, it emits the fumes of ſtrife, 

Which taint the an and wound the ſprings of life. 


Some 
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| 1 rapid guſts of admiration riſe, 

And puff the fondled object to the kies, 
In lowly guiſe we to the idol bow, 
Preſent the incenſe, and addreſs the vow, 
Require of all around the rite divine, 
And doom to vengeance if they will not join. 
Expecting ſome return for homage paid, 
We glow, with ruthleſs ſpite, if none is made, 
Strip the deck'd image of its gay attire, 
Pull from its baſe, and trample in the mire, | 
While the proportion of paſt worſhip grows, 
That of th' indignity we now impoſe ! 

Thus when infernal ſuperſtitionꝰs pow'r, 
Struck with the terror of th il-omen'd hour, 
Thoſe who had ſlain whole: hecotombs, or giv'n 
The human victim to che wrath of heav'n, 
If the deaf Power repell'd the fruitleſs prayer, 

And gave che ſcatter d incenſe to the air, 1 1 m 
Raging with diſappointment, ſnatch'd the rod, 
O'erthrew.the image, and chaſtis'd the god... 
Many inſtances of this occur in ancient hiſtory, © _ 
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Thou, 
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Thou, then, who wouldſt Groen every pang be free, 
Of ill-plac'd love, or groundleſs enmity, 
Caſt round thine eyes, and cautiouſly ſurvey' 
Each moral feature characters diſplay ; 
Exert thy ſkill, employ thy niceſt care, 
To know:what paſſions every boſom fhare, 
What habits there they plant, what aims purſue, 
What objects moſt attract the mental view; 
What ſꝑtings the life, hat thoughts the tongue controul, 
All th exact completion of the ſoul. 
Thus ſhalt thou love, deteſt, contemn, admire, 
By reaſon's light, not fancy's wandering fire; 
And thus, conforming to the truth of chings, 
Enjoy the peace and harmony it brings; 
Reflecting, too, yourſelf miſtake and fail, 
Allow that others alſo may be ffail ; 
Grant ſomething-to: conditions and to times: 
Convert xotteiflectitoidmadialioliies; | er DOA 1 
Aſk not perfection, which you can't repay, 
Nor beaveply bliſs in pilgrimige's-way ; il Hes. oνο 3) 
1 Then, 
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Then, in its place, contentment yo ſt-recei receive, 
And find no ſorry repreſentative. ts 

But, oh! let caution moſt your hearts Aa 
Who moſt to lov e's, « or friendſhip's, influence bend, 
Leſt, yielding to the generous glow, you take 
Into your foſtering breaſts th* envenom'd ſnake, - 
Which, treacherouſly fair, at laſt may dart 
Its deadly ſting, and pierce you to the heart. | 

For when Heav'n, gracious e'en in wrath, deſign'd 

Love, friendſhip, hope, to ſooth our guilty kind, 
Th' arch- fiend, a certain foe to mortals ſtill, 
Contriv'd-to change theſe comforters to ill, 
While he ſome imp array'd in their diſguiſe, 
Deceiving with falſe ſhew unwary eyes. 


Hence men complain that friendſhip oft betrays 9 
And love miſleads them in his thorny maze, 
And hope conſoles but to afflict the more, 

And ſharpens 4 ſhe ſaid would ſoon he oer. 
But why theſe plaints ? why this eternal moan 
Of love and friendſhip, when the fault's our own 2 
| Friendſhip's 
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Friendſhip's ſtill fairhful, love is ever kind, 
And hope th unfading ſolace of the mind. 

But if you hope what you can never gain, 
Declare not hope th' eternal Coates of pain; 
Accuſe her not as guilty of a lie, 

If you miſtake, and call her certainty. 

| Friendſhip's no plant that grows in every ſpot, 
But claims a fertile and well-cultur'd plot. 

'Tis ſown by edu, prudence bids it ſhoot, 
Firm conſtancy advances to its fruit. 

Tender at firſt, it aſks a kindly ray 

And genial ſhow'rs to bring it into day. 

It ſprings, it buds, it blooms by flow degrees, 
And dreads the influence of the chilling breeze. 
But when its growth's confirm'd, its ſpringing vaſt, 
it bids defiance to the felleſt blaſt, 

Spreads wide its branches rich with choiceſt ſtore, 
Such as the trees of bliſsful Eden bore, 

And proves, the raiſer's profit to compleat, 

From ſtorms a ſhelter, and a ſhade from heat. 

M 
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Juſt the reverſe, the baſtard plant is fink 
T Quickly to ſpring, and take the livelieſt green ; 
25 But, wanting depth of root, as ſoon decays, 
Parch'd by profperity's exceſſive blaze; 
Or nipt by cold misfortune's chilling pow'r, 
It ſtrews its leaves, and owns the deathful hour; 
Nor proves, each hope with diſappointment paid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, or from heat a ſhade, - 
If, then, you plant the baſtard for the true, 
Ceaſe to expect its fruits will be your due 


Nor rail at friendſhip's undeſerved lot, 


For 'tis not friendſhip but its name you've got; ö 
A name which intereſt oft aſſumes, to Join 
The baſeſt boſoms in one baſe deſign; 

Or pleaſure thinks ſhe freely may afford : 
Th' affociates of the brothel or the board. 

But by ſuch ties was friendſhip never bound, l 
Nor in ſuch hearts her habitation found. 2 
With virtue hand in hand ſhe ever goes, ” 
And me friends confeſſes common foes. 6 


Virtue 


; (_ wy 


Virtue alone can in firm bonds unite, 


Her's is the union, her's the whole delight. 

O love ! the ſweeteſt gift heav'n e er beſtow'd 
To chear man's dreary paſlage on the road 
Of life —When ſteep and rugged is his way, 
When doubts perplex, and errors lead aſtray, 
When lowering clouds the ſullen ky o'er{pread, 
And roaring tempeſts roll above his head, 
One ſmile of thee diſpels th' encircling gloom, 
Reſtores the ſunſhine, bids the proſpe& bloom, 
Unfolds th' uncertain path of doubt and pain, 
And turns the rugged ſteep into a plain ! 


But, O Cceleſtial Power ! when ſhall we find 
Thy uncorrupted influence on the mind, 
lis views exalting from the ſordid mire, 


Turn'd after all that's fair and good t' aſpire, 


In beauty's form fair virtue to explore, 


And, having found, eternally adore ? 


Tell me, fond youth, ſeiz' d by the amorous charm, 
Why doſt thou doat upon that lovely form, 
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Why does each glance thoſe radiant eye-balls dart, 
Each word thoſe all-perſuading lips impart, 
Run to thy heart, and, fill'd with pleaſing pain, 
Bind it in powerful beauty's magic chain? 
Why, but becauſe you deem an angel mind 
Is with that face, that voice, that TY combin'd. 
But ſhould a fiend poſſeſs that heavenly frame, 
Would till your boſom feed the amorous flame ? 

Say, tender maid, why you in ſecret pine, 
In ſecret wiſh the handſome youth were thine ? 
Why, but becauſe thoſe features you admire, 
That manly form, that ſets your breaſt on fire, 
Imply a ſoul which courage, truth, and ſenſe 
Adorn, attendant on benevolence. : 
But ſhould the fool, the coward, or the baſe, 
Step forth to view, and ſtare you in the face, 
Would you in fecret ſigh, in ſecret pine, 
And wiſh the daſtard, beauteous youth, were thine ? 
But ah! how few can look behind the veil, 
| See when the ſigns are troe, wt when they fail, 


Or 
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Or know when ſacred love ſhould wart the ſoul, 
Or when retire from Circe's fatal bowl. | 

With ſome 'tis fancy, and with others luſt, 
With others fondneſs of Peruvian duſt. 
When fancy flags, or appetite is cloy'd, 
Love ſpreads his wing, and leaves a yawning void, 
Which ſpite, difeuſt, or jealouſy, invade, | 
To prove no folly can be long unpaid. 
The Generous Pow'r alone defires thꝰ embrace 
Of virtue ſhining in each milder grace; g 
This object found, he ne'er can ceaſe t' adore, 
And with her join to bleſs thee more and more. 

For you, who, ſeeking ſplendor, wealth, or fame, 
Employ'd the nets of loye to catch the game, 
But, pleaſure's phantom midſt poſſeſſion flown ; 
Beneath the ſcourge of diſappointment groan, 
Ceaſe to inſult our ears with grating ſtrains 
of hope's deluſions, or affection's pains — 

Th' extenſive champaign owns you for its lord, 
And yields its waving ſtore r increaſe your how; 
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The (| plendid dome unfolds its fpacious halls, 


And feeds your vanity with damaſk'd walls; 
The giddy croud of faſhion round you reels, 
The ſhaken pavennent rattles with your wheels; 
Your flambeaux ſpreads through lengthening ſtreets its 
The livrey'd lacquey waits behind your chair; 
Luxurious banquets you provoke to dine ; 
The golden _ eher your luſcious wine. 
| You wiſh not to be happy, but be great, 
Wiſh'd not affection, but a large eſtate a 
Enjoy the pleaſures that eſtate beſtows, 
But alſo learn to bear its various woes! 

Yet moſt we grieve becauſe we do not view 
Life's ſhifting objects with diſcernment due, 
Nor join the parts of the progreſſive plan, 
Nor vice and virtue rightly learn to ſcan, 
Nor know what this ſhould crown, and that chaſtſe, 
Nor trace the earth's connection with the ſkies. 
Still ignorant, aſpiring till to know 
More than Heav'n granted to our lo below, 


= 
We will not wait until th' event unfold 
The courſe th' all-ruling Mind decrees to hold. 
But, when the progreſs ſcarcely is begun . 
With eye impatient to the. iſſue run. 
Thus when the boy the tender tale devours, 
While ſympathy leads captive all his pow'rs, 
Fir d with impatience all the plot t' explore, 
He ſkips the intervening pages o'er, | 
Panting to ſee the end repair each wrong, 
And 32 in. probity's triumphant ſong ; 
80 we to Heav'n's direction will not truſt ; 
If all its plan's not ſhewn, it is unjuſt. 
But would you wreath round virtue's brows the bays, 
Before ſhe has evinc'd the claim ſhe lays ? 
Thoſe pangs you murmur that ſhe ſhould endure, 


Are juſt requir'd, perhaps, to make it ſure, 
And, while you'd free her from the painful taſk, 
You might allow her ſo much leſs to aſk. 
Spurning the prize ſhe muſt receive on truſt, | 
She deems praiſe ſatire, if it is not juſt. 
| M 4 00 


3.3600 7} 
Or would you puniſh vice before the time 
Th' impartial trial had evinc'd her crime ? 
That exaltation, which enflames your rage, 
Perhaps is wanting to complete the page 
Of legal proof, which makes conviction clear, 
And juſtifies the ſentence ſhe muſt hear. 
Allurements, terrors, ſufferings, delight, 
The proſperous funſhine, the afflifted night, 
Are but the different ſcenery of the ſtage, 
On which the actors, in their turns, engage, 
Perform their parts of virtue or of vice, 
Evince their merits, and decide 1 price. 


Still, if Apicius! ſtate ſo much allures — 


Go to his place, and let him come to yours,— 
You will not! —nor would be of worlds poſſeſs'd, 


To ſhare the pangs that rack the villain's breaſt } 
But why, then, ſtorm at his exalted lot, 
Yet own the tenfold tortures he has got ? 

As for that liſt of ills, which find their cauſe 
In nature's ſettled courſe, and general laws ; 
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Think that theſe ills you never can exclude, 
Without relinquiſhing a greater good, 


| 
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Whether from matter's properties they riſe, 
Or from th” abuſe of mind's unfetter d choice. 
All that is made, whatever its degree, 
Muſt limited, and, thus, imperfect be; 
Defect and ill muſt ſomewhere, then, be found, 
And Pow'r Omnipotent here owns its bound. 
Thus the whole queſtion is, ſay what you can, 
Has the Creator 0 the wiſeſt plan? | 
Which, to decide, your eye muſt learn to roll 
| Ofer every part and bearing of the whole : 
If not, infer the whole from blemiſh free, 

From good propellent in the part you ſee. 
Remember, Ig how many a placid day 
Has flow'd, with unobſtructed courſe, away ; 

How many a night of undiſturb'd repoſe, 
When you lay down in peace, in ſafety roſe ; 
When health pour'd through your veins her ſwelling 


ſtream, 


And lighted in your eye her brighteſt gleam ; 


þ 


When 
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When plenty on your board her viands plac'd, 


While ſweet ſociety enhanc'd the taſte ; | n 


But with theſe joys, by uſe, familiaris'd, 
The more their values roſe, the leſs you priz'd. 
Nor is dame fortune fickle, though ſhe be 
Quite ſo capricious as ſhe ſeems to thee. 
She neither caſts with random hand „ nor ſhifts, 
But has ſome rules to diſtribute her gifts. 
Were men or virtuous or vicious quite, 
So much confuſion would not ſtrike our ſight. 
But good and bad by turns poſſeſs the breaſt; 
Hence men alternately are pain'd and bleſt ; 
And happineſs or woe inclines the ſcales, 
As this or that, upon the whole, prevails, 
The knave's induſtrious — cultivates his ground; 
He juſtly ſees his barn with grain abound,” + 


Dr ſtudies men, their ruling paſſion hits, 


And takes the colours of its varying fits; 
Hence he acquires the mighty man's good grace, 
And this, at laſt, enſures a fatt'ning place. 


The 


The good man's indolent — enjoys his eaſe, 


While his affairs purſue what courſe they pleaſe. 


His ſervants pilfer, or his children ſpend, 
Till poverty arreſt him in the end: 
But mild compaſſion will aſſuage his grief, 
Or liberality afford relief, 
The villain's execrated *midſt his wealth; 
And if his knavery advance to ſtealth, 
While he is doom'd to ſtretch the fatal ſtring, 
May own diſhoneſty a wretched thing. 

Yet ſlander's tongue, or perſecution's hand, 
May ſtamp on virtue ignominy's brand, 
Give to a life of innocence the lie, 


And bid the faithful as a traitor die. 


Thus earthquakes, inundations, robbers, foil, 


At once, whole years of unremitting toil. 
Yet induſtry is {till eſteem'd the * 
To reap proviſion for a future day. 

But, tell me, have you rightly underſtood 
Who are the profligate, and who the good ? 


Your 
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Your party, ſect, or friends are, ſure, the few, 
To whom the title of the f is due. 
But ere you crown them with that ſacred name, 
Be ſure the world's Director thinks the ſame. 
He may a blemiſh deem what you a grace : 
He ſees the heart, you only ſee the fave. 

Are there not ſome of ſuch a flagrant mark, 
They glare like waſting lightning in the dark ? 
Wretches, who, born the ſcourge of human kind, 
Are ſtampt with each "93 BEIT of mind. 

Earth ſeems to groan beneath their heavy path ; 
Inſulted nature calls dou for wrath, | 

Shall not, then, Heav'n lay bare the red right hand, 
And ſweep them, like a torrent, from the land, 
That mortals, who the avenging ſcene ſurvey, 
May own God's juſtice, and proclaim his ſway ? 

They too are uſeful —they are oft the rod 
Employed to ſcourge a downward age by God, 
When they have ſerv'd the purpoſes in view, 
Your wiſh is granted, and they periſh too ! 


E 
Oft is the mind bewilder'd "midſt the night 
Of doubt and trouble which involve its fight, 
And tem pted to aſcribe to fate or chance, 
Life's quick rotation, and promiſcuous dance, 
For when we view the ſplendid orbs on high _ 
Purſue their courſe along the argent ſky, 
The deep obſerve its everlaſting bound, 
Each changing ſeaſon run its ſtated round; 
We own a ſapient, over - ruling Cauſe, | 
Who founded nature, and maintains her laws, 
Who holds each rolling planet in its ſphere, 
Who marks the ſeaſons of the changing year, 
Who bids the ſun diffuſe his native light, 
That lends its luſtre to the queen of night, 
Who pour'd the main, 2 ſet its deſtin'd place, 
And hung the balanc'd earth in empty ſpace. 
But when we find ſuch diſmal darkneſs hide | 


Of human fortune the precarious tide, 


1% See Claudian in Ruffin, L. I. 
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The pious groan ; the profligate, elate, 
Baſk in the ſunſhine of propitious fate; 
Religion totters, faith herſelf grows blind, 
Perplexing doubts again unhinge the mind. 
We aſk if PIE holds a partial ſcale, 
Or Providence's ſway can ever fail? 

But midſt theſe miſts of doubt, diſtruſt, and fear, 
See the clouds ſcatter'd, and the welkin clone; 
Scjanus, Herod, Wolſey, ſuch as they, 

Abſolve Heav'n's juſtice, and aſſert its ſway, 
We ceaſe to grieve that vice ſo high ſhould ſoar, 
When that precipitates her fall the more. 
Oft, with indignant jealouſy, we ſee 
The wicked flouriſh like a ſpreading tree ; 
To central earth his ing roots extend, 
While his audacious boughs the ſkies aſcend ; 
At even we ſaw him ; and at FRI in vain, 
We caſt our wondering eyes along the plain: 
He's gone ! the vollied lightning's flaming ſtroke 
Made leaf and branch and trunk | expire in ſmoke. 
01 And 


=. 

And cen though public vengeance ſhould repoſe, 
Conſcience herſelf will ſcourge the crimes ſhe knows. 
Can racks or wheels ſuch direful tortures bring, 
As thoſe which till the guilty boſom wring ? 

Nor wholly yield thy ſoul to fatire's tide, 
But learn to view thy nature's lovely ſide. 
Though vice be-rank in theſe polluted days, 
Yer virtue lives, and claims thy warmeſt praiſe. 

We oft of virtue's cruel lot complain, 
While rank and riches ſpurn * with diſdain, 
Condemn'd to pine in ſome retreat obſcure, 
or court their favour, and her name abjure. 
Complaint too ſtrong! let genuine worth appear, 
She triumphs ſtill-Ariſtus made it clear. 
Firm cho rigour, without weaknels kind, 
He hw that equal balance of the mind 
Which bids conſiſtence in each action ſhine, 
And makes the courſe of life one even line. 
Unaw'd by pow'r, by promiſes unbrib'd, 
He trod the path which reaſon's voice preſcrib' d, 
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Where virtue led the way, and honour fir'd, 


While firm religion conſtancy inſpir'd, 
His lips declar'd, without the maſk of art, 


The truth which fix'd her ſeal upon his heart. 
He ſpurn'd the knave whom titled luſtre ſtains, 
Rever'd integrity in rags or chains, 85 


In miſery a claim to ſuccour ſaw, 


Felt pity's obligation ſtrong as law, 

And while he valu'd mind, and mind alone, 
Maintain'd the majeſty of virtue's throne. 

Ih him due honour was to worth reſtor'd, 

The great eſteem'd him, and the poor ador'd ! 


Hence, though thy corſe now moulders in the tomb, 


Long ſhall thy name in grateful memory bloom. 
Nor ſhall thy praiſe, Philanthropus ! if ought 
Avail my ſong's memorial, be forgot. 
Well mightſt thou ſuch a muſe's tribute claim, 
As his who gave the man of Roſs to fame. 
But mine, alas! can plead but good deſign, 
And ſeeks protection from a name like thine. 
| __ Iky 


CY 
Thy ſweeteſt joy 1s to diffuſe it round, 

Wide as thy influence extends its 1 

Pofleſs'd of all the Æſculapian lore, 

Health follows thee, and ſickneſs flies before. 
Ihe juſt return which opulence has made, 
Thou changeſt into indigence's aid, 

And think'ſt that only gold begins to ſhine 


When offer'd at benevolence's ſhrine ! 


Behold the croud, each morn, ſurround his door, 
To tell their gratitude, or aid implore, | 
And pray that. Heav'n may bleſs, and long defend, 5 N | 
The life, on which a thouſand lives depend. | 
If fickneſs ſtretch him on th' uneaſy bed, 
A thouſand hearts are fill d with grief and dread; — + 
The orphan fears again his parent loſt, 
Her ſpouſe the widow, the forlorn his truſt. 
When health retriev'd reſtores him to their eyes, 
Their grateful ſhouts are echo'd to the ſkies. 
Ye ſons of pow'r, who flaſh the gaudy blaze, 
And ſwell with pride to fix the vulgar gaze, 
| N Whom 
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Whom courtiers, guards, or paraſites furrdund) 
Delight with ſhew, ar captivate with ſound, 


Declare, compar'd with this, how mean the pride 
Which grandeur gives, but reaſon. tells to hide. 
Refreſh your eyes too with:the friend of map, 
Whoſe godlike ſoul conceives tht unequall'd plan, 
Each haunt of: guilt and miſery to explore, 

Bid comfort live where horror reign d before, 
Religion: o'er obdurate guilt: prevail, 

Peace and compadbon dxelk within a jaik, 

Sooth'd. puniſhment with. public ſafety pair, 


And e' en from condemnation drive deſpair. 


Nor to his country is his caſe confimd, 

His wide embrace enfolds the human kind. 

From ſhore to ſhore, from clime; to clime he runs, 
Each miſery ſearches, and na danger ſhuns. 

Nought has he yet-accompliſh'd, nought endur'd, 
While there remains a woe he has not cur d. 

And if it gives to ſhed one bleſſing more, 

Tis then he values all he did before. 

But 
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But what the aim of ſuch unwearied pains, 
As mock what fable of Alcides feigns ? 


Is it that ſenates may their homage pay? 

Or poets with his name adorn their lay? 

That he may ſee a nation proud to own 

His birth, or ſtand in monumental ſtone ? 

No; to that breaſt ſuch motives can't apply, 

Whoſe only paſſion is humanity— 

And while his Saviour's footſteps thus are trod, 

Howard, the friend of man's the friend of God. 
See blooming merit in high ſtation reign, 

A ſphere adorning it can ſeldom gain. 

See him whoſe fre her former ſplendor gave, 

Advance to ſnatch his country from the grave. 

Purſue, O Pitt, the happy courſe begun , 

Nor let the fire be greater than the ſon. 

Reflect, no pow'r can laſt, no pow'r ean ſhine, 

If patriot ardour prompt not each deſign. 

Without it, glory's but the thubd&#Ofound ; 


Without it, talents but the means to wound ; 


N 2 Without 
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Without it, office but the menial's place, 
And dignity illuſtrious diſgrace. - 
On it then ſoar to everlaſting 3 | 
That children yet unborn may ble: thy name. 

Uncommon praiſe ! ſee every Chriſtian grace 
Rejoice to find upon the throne a place. 
There prize pre-eminence, but as it lends 
A ſanction to the merit it commends ; 
Prize rule but as the inſtrument of good, 
Of worth protected or of vice ſubdu'd ; - 
Homage by virtue more than empire draw ; 
Pity the pow'r that riſes above law ; 
And ſpurn the diadem's refulgent blaze, | 
If juſtice loſe her glory ® its rays! 
Oh happy Britons ! to whom Heay'n imparts 
A monarch form'd to reign ofer Britiſh hearts, 
Unworthy ſuch a pledge unleſs you prove 
The pureſt flame of loyalty and love. 
Yes, you a loyal people's heart declar d, 
That fully felt the bleſſings which it ſhar'd; 5 


One 
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One direful groan re-echoed through the land 
When fame proclaim'd aſſaſſination's hand; 
Keen ſhouts of joy ſucceeded to the woe, 
| When truth aſſur d. the Heav'n-averted blow. 
Now ye whole ſouls man's partial lot deplore, 
Theſe ſcenes contemplate, and lament no more. 
And if from love and friendſhip you endure, 
From love and friendſhip alſo ſeek your cure, 
The love of all that's great, and good, and wiſe, 
The love of Him who rules the earth and ſkies, 
The love of Him, whoſe love no bounds admits, 
No expiration, no capricious fits, 
But, conſtant as himſelf, ſhall ne er decay, 
Though nature totter, and ſhould paſs away, 
The love of thoſe wha love him, and explore, 
And imitate the goodneſs they adore, ; 
Such love, ſuch friendſhip till is all ypur own, 


Such are your friends, although to you unknown. 


With you they ſhed the tear, with you they bleed, 


With you they ſpuxa the ignominious deed ; 


With 
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With you they wait, ungwid by forume's frowns, 
The day which ennocencr abſolves and crowns, | 
Hence, ſhould ſome inequalities remam 
Still uncorrected by the moral ſtrain, 
Direct your eyes to that tremendoas day 
When God his brighteſt juſtice ſhall diſplay, 
Bid virtue flouriſh in unfading bloom, 
And vice conſign to everlaſting doom. 

Thus, here, alls mix'd; yet ſach confuſion reigns, 
As leads to order on th' ethereal plains. 
Each has his line, and puſhes to its end, 
Yet all to general good together tend, 
Thus in the de Change, where hundreds go, 
And come, and joſtle with ſucceſſive flow, 
Conflicting torrents imag d in the ſound, = 
Diſcordant chaos ſeems to reign around; 
Yet ſecret order ſtill pervades the whole, 
While each is running to his private goal. 
Exchange of mutual intereſt combines r G u 115170 
In public benefit their branching lines, fy 71 


Commerce 
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Commerce goes round and balances her ſcales, 
And deſtines to the winds a thouſand fails. 


Ceaſe then to blame theſe fleeting ſcenes below, 
And with each noble, tender paſſion glow. 


THE END. 
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Argument of Part I,— Line 3 from the bottom for auſpicious to read 
conſpicuous in. | | 
Page Line TED. 
12 3, for rhapſody read melody. 
15 12 2 top — for ber read his ; line 13, for Until, read And 
tell. | 
17 13 from the top —for ſbe read he. 
18 ult. for Juva read Jura. 
35 7 for remains read remain. 
42 5, after ſpreads put a full point —read Subſiſtence. 
44 3 from the bottom —for intreaty read petinon. 
54 7ands8, read — ; 
Can your rich plains from foreign rage ſecure, 
Or furniſh woes enough for you t'endure. 
56 7, for Britain read Britons. 


Argument of Part III. — For Viriaſo read Vinoſo, for Tor vas 
read Torvus, dele Benevolus. ] 

66 1, for ſoon read He, 

75 1, for all read his. 

80 6 from the bottom —for butchers read lechert. 

81 6 from the bottom — for Torvas read Torvus. 

83 11, for offend read offends. 

88 8 from the bottom — for fanning read fawning. 

t 1, for affliction read affection. 

94 2 from the bottom — for near read Hear. 

96 9 from the bottom — for lovely read lonely. 
Ibid 5 from the bottom — for Dreſſed read Expos' d. 
106 3, for Indias read Indus. 
107 2 from the bottom — for wondrous read murd' raus. 
108 10 from the bottom — for works read perks. 
110 for feebleſt read felleſt. . 
122 3, read ſtring. 


* 


Argument of Part V. — for miſerable read inſenſible. 
128 2, for ſolid read ſordid. 
132 10, for inſuagent read inſurgent. 5 a 
134 8, for bound read bounds ; line 5 from the bottom —for aid read 
| did. 
140 7, for nurſe read muſe, 


Argument of Part VI., near the end — for cannot read can 
154 6, for an hour read the hour. 
157 3 from the bottom — for i'th' read at. 
159 10. Inſert at the beginning of the line. And. 
169 7 from the bottom — for propollent read prevailing. 
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